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NUT-CRACKER: 


CONTFTATNING 


An agreeable and great Va 
Of Well ſeaſoned 


Jeſts, Epigrams, Epitaphs, Sc. 
Furniſn'd by the moſt 


.. LY WITS 


Of the Paſt and Preſent AGE. 
TOGETHER WITH | 
Such INSTk CTIONS as will enable any Man to 


tell a Story 'with a good Grace, and crack a Nut 
without loſing the ; con] 


AN D 
Other Particulars equally uſeful and entertaining, 
for which the gentle, kind, and courtecus Reader, 
will be pleaſed to look over the following Pages. 


r Y. Vet. Epig. 
Keep your Countenance, if you can. Logumus. 
Life's a Jeſt, — | 


Haſte thee Nymph, and bring with thee, 
_ Jeſt and youthful Jollity, 
Quips, and Cranks, and wonton Wiles, | 
Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, | 
Such as hang on Hebe's Cheek, | 
And love to live in Dimple fleck ; 3 | 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, Ts | 
And Laughter, holding both his Sides. Mir rox. 


— — 


A New EDIT IO N, with many very delightful Additions 
2 and —— Improvements. 


1 


publiſh'd with the Approbation of 
The LEARN EP in all FACULTIES, 
By FERDINANDO FO Of, 
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Printed for T. CARNAN, at the Bible and Suu, in St. 
Paul's-Churchryard. M. DCC. LX. 
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To my very good Friend 
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PUBLICK, 
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(In Gratitude for all former and future Fayours) 


Moſt humbly inſcribed, by 
His Imperial Excellency's 
Moſt Obliged, | 
Moſt Obedient, 
Moſs bumble, and 


Maſt Olſeguious Servant, 


FERDINANDO Foor. 
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[v1] 1 
OOO OOO OOO OOO OO 


To this Book there muſt be a 


P R E FF A CE 
$0 GENTLE READER, 5 
I F: HIS Preface, which you may call a Dedi- 


cation, or by any other Name you pleaſe, 

1 was not wrote becauſe the following ſtu- 
pendous Performance required it; but, modeſtly 
ſpeaking, to ſhew my own Wit, Mr. Reader, you 
underſtand me. . 5 

Wit is like the Blaze of an Oæford Faggot, where 
Wood is fold by the Ounce. — Or, tis like Honour, 
ay, and like Honour too confined in the Chilobonti 
of the Brain, by two Membranes; which are fo ex- 
tremely thin they never yet could be diſcovered by 
the moſt artful Anatomiſt. — Or Wit is like a Sun- 
Dial. — Or like a Comet. — Or like a Mopftick. — 
Or like any Thing but Wiſdom. . 

Having thus proved mathematically, and beyond 
all Contradiction, what Wit is like; L fhall now pro- 
ceed to demonſtrate to you what it is not like. Wit, 
then, for Inſtance, is not like the Writings, or any * 
Part of the Writings of Dr. *** Mr, **** Madam 
*** Biliy ** & or any Writings whatſoever but my 
own. ; 0 2 

Wit was begot by Fancy, born of Fable, fed by 
Felly, and has been nll nurs'd and maintained 
at the Expence of Virtue and the Public. 

Wit and Wiſdom are for the moſt Part blended by 


the Poets, and conſidered as one and the ſame Thing; 


1 but Philoſophers, Who know better, place them at 
a great Diſtance, and diametrically oppoſite. To 


give an Inſtance, — The Rev. Dr. —- has a Fever in 
his Brain, that precipitates him to ſcribble an Epi- 
gram, the Point of which is turned on his beſt Friend; 
and this we call Wit. But had the good Doctor, 


under 


18 


under the ſame Circumſtances, ſwabbed himſelf in 


an eaſy Chair, and compoſed his Spirits to a Nap, 


by reading one of his own Sermons, and not ſatirized 
his beſt Friend, it had been Wiſdom. 

Wiſdom is a ſubſtantial Being, Wit an imaginary 
one; and between theſe two was begot Humaur, who 
is a Sort of Hermaphrodite, and neither real nor ima- 
ginary. Wiſdom was always fond of 'Truth, becauſe 
the was naked, and between them was begotten 
Good Nature; but ſhe long ſince died of a Hectic un- 
der the Hands of Dr. — So that the only Beings that 
pretide over Poets (except the Muſes, who, by the 
Way, are become common Proſtitutes) are H//dom, 
Mit, and Humour; who ſeat themſelves in the Brain, 
and there make as much Buſtle, as Pride, Love, and 
Reaſon did in the Breaſt of the Princeſs Perriwinkle, 
whoſe Soliloquy on that Occaſion, I ſhall give you 


from the Pen of my ingenious Friend Mr. Ebenezer 
Pentibeexel. | 


[The Princeſs Perriwinkle ſola, attended by four- 
teen Maids of Honour. ] 


Sure ſuch a Wretch as I was never born, 

By all the World deſerted and forlorn. 

This bitter ſweet, this Honey Gall to prove, 
And all the Sugar and Vinegar of Love. 

Pride, Love, and Reaſon will not let me reſt, 
But make a deviliſn Buſtle in my Breaſt. 

To wed with A ei Pride, Pride, Pride denies, 
Put on a Spaniſb Padlock, Reaſon cries; : 
But tender gentle Love with every Wiſh complies. 
Pride, Love, and Reaſon fight till ye are cloy'd, 
And each by each in mutual Wounds deftroy'd ; 
Thus when a Barber and a Collier fight, 

The Barber beats the luckleſs Collier — white. 
'Fhe duſty Collier heaves his ponderous Sack, 
And big with Vengeance beats the Barber — black. 
In comes the Brick-duſt Man with Grime o'er- 

ſpread, 
And beats the Collier and the Barber —red. 
Black, red, and white in various Clouds are toſs'd, 
Uill in the Duſt they raiſe, the Combatants * loſt. 
arious 
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Various are the Opinions of the Learned concen- 
ing theſe my Labours. Mr. ConcorD, the Gram- 
marian, tells me there is not a Word of Engliſb in the 
whole Book. Mr. CyPHER, the Arithmetician, has 
already ſent me an Account, caſt up, of ſix thouſand 
Faults, for the Diſcovery of which he has employed 
every Rule in his Art, except Reduction. Mr. FLo- 
RISH, the Rhetorician, aſſures me it is wrote without 
Invention or Diſpoſition; and that it is impoſſible to 
pronounce it with any Degree of Elacution. Mr. PUFF, 
the Poet, has wrote mea Panegyric on the Occaſion 
but then he and I have agreed to rub Elbows. Mr. 
PuzzLE, the Logician, has obliged me with his Ob- 
ſervations in Mood and Figure, A, E, I, O, Barbara, 
Celarent Darii Ferio Baralipton, and proved ſyllogiſti- 
cally, that I am the clevereſt Fellow in the World, 
except himſelf. Mr. Care, the Critic, ſent me a 
Botcher to mend my Work, a ſnarling Puppy 
Mr. RusT, the Antiquarian, is very angry, and of 
Opinion that the Ancients did not write in my Man- 
ner. A certain Divine alſo ſhakes his Head and 
fays, People had better read Sermons.; and a Phyſician 
declares publickly that it has made many of his Pati- 
ents mad; for which my goad Friend the Lawyer aſ- 
ſures me the Doctor is liable to an Action, and deſires 
my Leave to cloath him with a Suit. Mr. Far Hou, 
a mighty Scholar! a living Lexicon! a Gentleman 
who has read the Great Grammar of the Univerſe, and 
obtained an intimate Acquaintance with Men and 
Things, ſends me Word that there is no Senſe in my 
Book; but aſſures me at the ſame Time, that I need 
not be diſheartened on that Account, for it is. more 
likely to ſell; and to verify this he refers me to. ſeve- 
ral ſenſeleſs Pieces that have lately been publiſhed with 
Succeſs; and to the Taſte of the Times, 

But, after all the Opinions of theſe great People, 
I ſhall rely on my own Judgment, which I think 
pages to that of any other Man, or any Body of 

en whatſoever. 


THE 


| | T H E | | 
INTRODUCTION. 


By the frequent Peruſal of which any Man (endtved 
. with Talents of the right Sort) may learn to tell a 
Story with a good Grace, and ſo as to engage the. 
Attention "4 the Audience, and excite in them Mirth 

u PF: 220 


and good 


8 Storytelling is a great Help, and gives Life 
; to Converſation, ſo ſhould they, who are 
poſſeſſed of this Art, or rather Knack, be very 
careful to chooſe pertinent Circumſtances; and never 
tell any Stories, but ſuch as may ſeem to ariſe out of 
the Subject- matter of Diſcourſe, or may ſerve to 
Hlufſtrate and enhven it: For Storytelling doth not 
conſiſt ſo much in Wit, as in Humour, which muſt 
be frequently aided and aſſiſted by chearful Looks 
and whimſical Agitations. I may therefore venture 
to affirm, that the Succeſs of a Story, in a great 
Meaſure, depends upon the Make of the Body, and 
Formation of the Features of him that relates it; ſo 
that a Story- teller is born, as well as a Poet. Again, 
there is a Kind of a Drama in the forming of a Story, 
and the Manner of conducting and pointing it, is the 
ſame as in an Ev. ram. 
after one hath xai * the Expectation of the Compa- 
ny, to purſue the Matter too far. There_is no re- 
treating, and how poor is it for a Stary-teller to end his 
Relation by ſaying, That's all. It is therefore neceſ- 
fary to leave off in Time, and end ſmartly. IThus 
much may ſuffice to ſhew the Nature of Szory-tel/ing 
in 1 and ſome of the principal Ingredients re- 
quired in the Compoſition of a Storys teller. 
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(62) 
But this being the Art of entertaining Company, 
which every body aims at, and almoſt every one fails 
in, it may be proper to offer ſome more particular 
Rules and Examples to regulate the Conduct of thoſe 
who engage in it. I know not any Thing that com- 
mands our Attention with more Delight, when a 
Perſon has a ſufficient Stock of Talents for it, ſuch 
as good Senſe, true Humour, a clear Head, a Fluency 
of Words, and a Variety of proper Geſtures, to give 
Life and Spirit to what he ſays. But, if any of theſe 


are wanting, the Audience, inſtead of being diverted, 


are diſobliged; and if the Perſon be utterly void of 
them all, as is very often the Caſe, he becomes a 


2 Nuiſance to the Company, and — are upon the 


Rack all the Time he ſpeaks. It has ſometimes fallen 


to my Lot, that a Man, whom I never offended, has 


laid me under the Perſecution of a long Story, and 
compelled me to hear what neither concerned himſelf 
nor me, nor indeed any body elſe; and at the fame 


Z Time he was as much in earneſt, as if both our Lives 


and Fortunes, and the Felicity of the whole King- 


dom depended upon what he ſaid. A Humour ver 


unaccountable ! That a Man ſhall be letting o 
Words for an Hour. or. two, with a very innocent 


Intention, and after he has done his beſt, only make 
me uneaſy, and himſelf contemptible. 


This natural Infirmity in Men 1s, not only confined 
to Story-te/ling, but appears likewiſe in every Eſſay 


2 whatſoever of their Intellectuals. For Inſtance, if 
one of them be a Preacher of God's Word, by far- 
2 tetch'd Criticiſms, numerous Diviſions and Subdivi- 
ſions, incoherent Digreſſions, tedious Repetitions, 
2 uſeleis Remarks, weak Anſwers to ſtrong Objecti- 
ons, Inferences to no Premiſes, tedious Exhortati- 
ons, and many other Methods of Protraction, he 
fſhall ſpin you out a Diſcourſe for an Hour and a 
2 Quarter, unequally diſpenſing Opium and Edifica- 
# tion to his Flock, there being ſeven Sleepers at leaſt 
for one Hearer. If he be a Lawyer, he ſhall by an 
2 uncommon Way of Amuſement, run away with a 
Subject, which might be explained in two Minutes, 
3 2nd dilate upon it two Hours, with ſuch a Volubility 


of 


(3) 
of Tongue, ſuch an AMuence of Expreſſion, with 


ſomething ſo like a good Stile, and Manner of . 


Thinking, that the Judges and Jury attend with as 
much Gravity, as if there were a continued Chain 
of true Reaſoning and ſolid Argument. If he be a 


Member of the Upper or Lower Houſe, he does not 4 
proceed four Sentences, before the reſt know where 


to have him an Hour hence; in the mean time they 
divert-one another, in talking of Matters indifferent 
till the Gentleman has done. I could bring many 


more Inſtances, did I not think theſe ſufficient for 1 
thing 1 


my preſent Purpoſe; beſides, leſt I ſhould incur the 
fame Reproach myſelf, I muſt in a few Words divide 


the Srory-rellers, into the ſhort, the long, the mar- - 
Have a 


vellous, the inſipid, and the delightful. 
The fhort Story- teller is he who tells a great deal in 


a few Words, engages your Attention, pleaſes your 1 


Imagination, or quickly excites your Laughter. Of 
this Rank were > — oa Plutarch, and Macrobins, 
among the Ancients; and Sir Roger 'Shakeſtdes, Tom 
Tickle, and Peter Point, among the Moderns. | 

When the Nephelai of Ariſtophanes, a Satire upon 
Socrates, was acting, his Friends deſired him to re- 
tire, and hide behind them. No, ſays Socrates, I 


will ſtand up here, where I may be ſeen, for now I W 


AR 


2 Inſtant 
very m 


«4 
LEY 
2 2 
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The 


among 


French 


can re. 


think myſelf like a good Feaſt, and that every one 


has a Share of me. 


Eſcape. O Jupiter ſaid he, what Creature fo con- 
temptible, but may have its Liberty, if it will but 
contend for it? 


Braſidas, the brave Lacedemonian General, caught 9 pr 
a Mouſe that bit him, and by that Means made its 


Diogenes having ſailed to Chios, while it was under 


the Dominion ot the Perſians, ſaid in a full Aſſem- 


bly, the Inhabitants were Fools for erecting a College, 


and building Temples, fince the Perſians would not 
allow them the Privilege of making their own Prieſts, 


but ſent them over the moſt illiterate of the Magi. 
at. ql while he was encamped with his Army 


ſomewhere near Mantua, was diſturbed three Nights 


ſucceſſively by the hooting of an Owl. Proclamation 


was made to the Soldiers, that whoever caught the in a Þ 
Offender, 


and thi 
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have a vaſt Number of the better Sort. 
can recollect there are ſix Deans, four Judges, fix 
and thirty Counſellors at Law, fixty-five Attornies, 
2 fome. few Fellows of Colleges, every Alderman 
through the whole Nation, except one, all old Gen- 
tlemen and Ladies without Exception, five of the 


(4) 


Eve 
one was loyally engaged in the Purſuit of this Bird, 


very meaneſt of the Romans. 


The long Story-teller is one who tells little or no- 
thing in a great Number of Words; for this, many 
among the Moderns are famous, particularly the 
French; and among ourſelves in this Kingdom we 


As well as I 


College of Phyſicians, three or four Lords, two hun- 


4 dred 
I beſide 


quires, and ſome few People of Diſtinction 
I ſhall here inſert a F ragment of a long Story, by 


May of Example, containing a bundred and twen 
nine Words, which might have been ſaid in 


e 


ten following, namely, Nine Years ago, I was to 


1der 


ege, 
not 
eſts, 
2 | 


tion 
the 


der, 


Fo) 
0 


1 preach for a Friend. 


I remember once, I think it was about feven 


Fears ago—No, I lye, it was about nine Years 


Is: 
A rcky 


have had me ſtay, to keep her Company, and it was 
em- 


for it was juſt when my Wife was lying- in of 
I remember particularly, the Midwife would 


the heavieſt Day of Storm and Rain, that I ever ſaw 
before or ſince; but becauſe I engaged to preach for 


'a very worthy Friend of mine, who lived about 
twenty Miles off, and this being Saturday, I could 
not defer it till the next Morning, thou 
rmy * 


I had an 
excellent Nag, which could have rid it in three 
Hours; I bought him of a Neighbour, one Mr, 
Maſterſon, yet, becauſe I would n6t put my Friend 
in a Fright, Sc. Thus far he went in one Mi- 
nute. 


( 


nute. The Story laſted an Hour; ſo that upon a far 
rememi 
fore it 
again. 
here given, it would be of admirable Effect in thge did not 
Diſpatch of publick Buſineſs, as well as private Con- about 1 
verſation; nay, in the very writing of Books, for Would! 


Computation he ſpoke ſeven thouſand one hundred 
and forty Words more than he had Occaſion for. 
If a right Application was made of this Hint I have 


which I refer the Reader to the Fable of the Bees, 
and the two elaborate Treatiſes written by the learn- 
ed Mr. Hz. | 1 

The Marvellous is he who is fond of telling ſuch 


his Reaſon, can believe. This Humour prevails, 


ces can attend Perſons who are ſeriouſly extravagant, 


knows impoſhble for the greateſt Dunce to ſwallow. 


One of theſe who had. travelled to Damaſcus, told 2 


his Company that the Bees of that Country were as L _ Pe 
big as Twurkies, Pray, Sir, ſaid a Gentleman, beg- 7 the 


png Pardon for the Queſtion, how large are the p 


ives? The ſame Size with ours, replie 
veller. 


Egad! Let them look to that! | | 
Another who had travelled as far as Per/ia, ſpoke 
to his Man John, as he was returning Home, telling 


by this Means he might have. But at the fame 


Time, 


much exceed the Bounds of Truth, punch me be- 
| hind, that I may correct myſelf. It happened one 


ſcore Yards long. John punch'd him. 


Did 1 


much 
ſaw an 
tleman 
Things as no Man alive, that has the leaſt Uſe of China, 

taught 
very much in Travellers, and the vain-glorious ; but Perfect 
it is very pardonable, becauſe no Man's Faith is im- errect! 
pos'd upon; or, if it ſhould be fo, no ill Conſequen- —"—— 

das wha 
and expect another ſhould give Credit to what he 9 

1 w 


Canary 


on her 


Drum. 


the Tra- His M 


Very ſtrange, ſaid the other. But how got Compl⸗ 


they into their Hives? That is none of my Buſines! demean 


= Eyes lik 
with all 
2 Wife, | 
him, how neceſſary it was for a Traveller to draw ? ble, till 
Things beyond the Life, otherwiſe he could not 


hope for that Reſpect among his Countrymen, Which moſt re 


; | thro* V 
John, ſaid he, whereſoever I ſhall dine, or the like 


ſup, keep you cloſe to my Chair, and if I do very Fond by 


# him anc 
when t 
wy that he dined with a certain Gentleman, who And the 
ſhall 


be nameleſs, where” he afirmid, that he ſaw a with al 


cy; ak the Iſland of Borneo, that had a Tail three- 8 Han 
I am certain <2Res t 


it is fifty at leaſt. . John gave him tother Touch. 1 


Ther 


cuts ou 


remember A Way it 


4 (6) 

remember it lay over a Quickſet Hedge, and there- 
fore it could not be leſs than thirty. John at him 
again. I could take my Oath it was twenty. This 
did not fatisfy John. Hereupon the Maſter turned 
about in a Rage, and ſaid, Damn you, for a Puppy, 
would you have the Monkey without any Tail at all. 
Did not the famous Dr. Burnet, whoſe Hiſtory is 
much of a Stamp with his Travels, affirm, that he 
ſaw an Elephant play at Ball? And that grave Gen- 
tleman Y/brant Yaes, in his Travels thro' Myſcovy to 
7 China, aſſures us, that he ſaw Elephants which were 
taught to low like Cows, to yell like Tygers, and to 
2 mimic the Sound of a Trumpet. But their higheſt 
Perfection, as he relates it, was that of ſinging like 
Canary Birds. However, this is not ſo marvellous, 
as what a Gentleman told a full Company in my 
hearing within this Fortnight. That he had: ſeen 
ga Show at Bri/tol, which was a Hare, taught to ſtand 
gon her hind Legs, and bow to all the Company; to 
each Perſon in particular, with a very good 8 
and then proceed to beat ſeveral 7 on the 
Drum. After this, a Dog was ſet on the Table. 
His Maſter, the Showman, made many grievous 


Complaints 2 him for High Crimes and Miſ- 


demeanors. The Hare knits her Brows, kindles her 


| I | Eyes like 2 Lady, falls in A Paſſion, attacks the Dog 


with all her Rage and Fury, as if ſhe had been his 


Wife, ſcratches, bites, and cuffs him round the Ta- 


ble, till the Spectators had enough for their Money. 
3 There is a certain Gentleman now in Ireland, 
2 moſt remarkably fond of the Marvellous, (but this 
thro' Vanity,) who, among an infinite Number of 
the like Rareties affirms, that he has a Carp in a 
Pond by itfelf, which for twenty Y ears paſt ſupplied 


him and his Friends with a very good, Diſh of Fiſh, 


when they either came to dine or ſup with him. 
And the Manner of it is thus. The Cook-maid goes 
with a large Kitchen-Knife; which has a Whiſtle in 
its Handle, ſhe no ſooner blows it, but the Carp 
comes to the Slujce, and turns up his Belly, till ſhe 
cuts out as much as ſhe has occaſion. for, and then 
away it ſcuds, The Chaſm is filled in a Day or dung 7 
5 an 


4 


and the Carp is as ſound as a Roach, and ready for the 
Knife again. Now if he and his Cook-maid took 


the moſt ſolemn Oath to the Truth of this, or the 
moſt ſanctified Qua tern ſhou'd ſay Yea to it, which is 
made equal to any Prelate's Oath, I wou'd no more 
give Credit to them, than I wou'd to the Colonel, 
who ſaid he was at the Battle of Landen, where his 


Majeſty King William of glorious Memory loſt the 
Day: And this Colonel, being in the utmoſt Confu- : 


ſion, fled among the reſt, and ſwore he had galloped 


above two Miles after his Horſe's Head was ſhot off 


»” a Cannon-Ball, which he ſhou'd not have miſs'd, 
1 


the poor Creature had not ſtopp'd at a River-ſide | 238 


to drink. 4 
I ſhould be glad to ſpend an Evening with half a 

dozen Gentlemen of this uncommon Genius, bein 

certain they would improve upon one another; ant 

thereby I might have an Opportunity of obſerving 

how far the Marvellous could b l 

it has any Bounds at all. 


The Inſipid, who may not improperly be called - 
the Seporif is one, who goes plodding on, in a 


heavy dull Relation of unimportant Facts; you ſhall 


have an Account from ſuch a Perſon, of every mi- 
nute Circumſtance, which happen'd in the 3 


where he has been; what he did, and what they did 
what they ſaid, and what he ſaid, with a Million of 
trite Phraſes, with an and ſo, beginning every Sen- 


tence, and, fo make a long Story ſhort, and, as Ie 


ſaying, with many more-Expletives of equal Signifi- 
cation. It is a dreadful T 

neither the Talent of ſpeaking, nor the Diſcretion 
of holding their Tongues; -and that, of all People, 


ſuch as are leaſt qualified, are commonly the moſt 


earneſt in this Way of Converfation. - 


The Delightful Story-teller is one, who adds not a 
Word too much, or ſays too little, who can, in a 
careleſs Manner, give a great deal of Pleaſure to 


others, and deſires rather to divert, than be applaud- 


tory 


e carried, or whether 


hing, when Men have 
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Thoſe g 


Thing 


nity of 
beyond 
thoſe, v 


ed; who ſhews good Underſtanding, and a delicate mann 


Turn of Wit, in every Thing that comes from him; 
who can entertain his Company better with the Hiſ-- ! 


a pleaſa 
then? \ 


te). 

@ © tory of a Child and its Hobby- Horſe, than one of the 

k. ee can with an Account of Alexander and Bu- 
Us 


2 cepha Such a Perſon is not unlike a bad Reader, 
who makes the moſt ingenious Piece deteſtable, by 
drawing it through his Mouth. But, to return to 
the delightful Story-teller ; I can't deſcribe him by any 
Words ſo well as his own, therefore take the follow- 
ing Story, to ſhew him in the moſt agreeable Light. 
A Mountebank in Leiceſter- Fields, had drawn 
2 a huge Aſſembly about him; among the reſt, a fat 
unweildy Fellow, half ſtifled in the Preſs, wou'd be 
every Fit crying out, Lord! What a filthy Croud is 
here! Pray, Good People, give Way a little! What 
2 Devil has rak'd this Rabble together? Zounds ! 
What ſqueezing is this? Honeſt Friend, remove your 
Elbow. At laſt, a Weaver, who ſtood next him, 
F 2 cou'd hold no longer. A plague confound you, ſaid 
he, for an overgrown Sloven; and who, in the De- 
'S vil's Name, helps to make up the Croud half ſo much 
2 as yourſelf? Don't you conſider, with a Pox, that 
wy you take up more Room with that Carcaſe, than any 


SR 


n Bring your own Guts to a reaſonable Conga, and 
ide damn'd; and then I'll engage, we ſhall have 
Room enough for us all. 
This I tranſcribed from a celebrated Author, with 
reat Pleaſure, and do recommend it earneſtly to my 
Tountrymen, as the true Standard of Story- telling, 
both as to Style and Manner, and every Thing re- 
| Equiſite, not only to pleaſe the Hearer, but to gain his 
.} 1 and Affection. I love Stories, and always en- 
courage them, when they are properly applied and 
innocent, in Oppoſition to thoſe gloomy Mortals, 
vho diſdain every Thing but meer Matters of Fact. 
2 Thoſe grave Fellows are my Averſion, who fift every 
Thing with the utmoſt Oo and find the Malig- 
nity of a Lie, in a Piece of Humour, puſh'd a little 
beyond exact Truth. Nor have I any Opinion of 
4. thoſe, who have got a Trick of keeping a ſteady Coun- 
d Ftenance, who cock their Hats, and look Glum, when 
qa pleaſant 1257 is ſaid, and aſk, Vell? and what 
7:6, ben? Men of Wit and Parts ſhou'd treat one another 
ory | N T1 with 


— 
© 


2:04 22 
n eg 


Y five here? Is not the Place as fit for us as for you? 


— ß ———— —— — 
om — 


1 


with Benevolence, and J will lay it down as a Maxim, 


that if you ſeem to have a good Opinion of another 1 


Man's Wit, he will allow you to have Judgment. 


Nay, my old Friend Sir Roger Shakeſide, who, in } 
my. Way of thinking, tells a Story with as good a J 


Grace as any Man living, will be often ſilent on this 


Occaſion, and tho' every Body knows he can ſpeak d 
well, he will readily join in the general Laugh, to | 


ſupport the Merit, or Applauſe of a Rival, well ob- 
ſerving, that a Man who talks of any Thing he is 
famous for, has very little to get, but a great deal to 


loſe. This is the Part the prudent Man ſhou'd act, 
who has gain'd Superiority in any Branch of Know- | 
ledge. And, methinks, there is not a handſomer 
Thing ſaid of Mr. Cowley, in his whole Life, than 
that none but his intimate Friends ever diſcovered he 


was a great Poet by his Diſcourſe. | 


But to come nearer the Point in Hand. When 
Sir Roger tells a Story, he always perſonates him upon 
whom it is founded; if a Stateſman, he ſhrugs his | 
Shoulders, looks grave and wiſe; if a Divine, he 


puts on an Air of Sanctity; if a Beau, he plays the | 
Coxcomb; and if a Coxcomb, he plays the Fool. | 


Thus is his Geſture ſuited to all Sorts of People he ; 


is about to repreſent, which is a moving and mate- | 


rial Qualification in Story-zellers. | | | 
Again, he is never prolix, or adminiſters Opiates, 


inſtead of Cordials. And, for the Time to come, be 


ny together, to pul out his, hers, or their Watches, 
and to make uſe 


acant, t 
ecomme; 
eſpouſed 

and told 1 
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-INUT-CRACKER. 
- A Fats in theſe fallacious Days, 
3 Are told a Thouſand „ Hays; 
i In Songs, indeed, and ſuch gay Fances 
1 No Author's blam'd if he romances; 5 
Al But Things of Weight, with Truth's Attendance, 
he Shou'd always paſs to our Deſcendants. ; 
hs ö La FON TAINE. 
ol. 
he 


HE N Col. H. arrived at K—e, as 
Governor of that Place, the Officers 
” told him they hop'd he wou'd give a 
Ball to the Ladies: Ladies] ſays he, 
ay, ay, Il give them a Ball. But it 
all be a Ball of Morſted to mend their 
Stochings. | a 


Soon after my Lord CH d came into the Privy 
ouncil, a Place of great Truſt happened to become 
acant, to which his Ma—ty and the Duke of D-—# 


for Fecommended two very different Perſons. His Ma—ty 
21 eſpouſed the Intereſt of his Friend with ſome Heat, 
3 


and told them, He would be obey d; but not being able 


ny to ſucceed, he left the Council-Chamber in great Diſ- 
et : pleaſure. As ſoon as he retired, the Matter was de- 


ated warmly, but at length it was carried againſt the 

—g. In the Humour his Ma-—ty was then in, a 
ueition aroſe, who ſhould carry the Grant of the 
| B 


Ottce 


to Have inſerted to fill up the Blanks. The K—g 
well replied his Lordſhip ; but would your Ma—ty habe 


the Picture, aſking if it was not extremely like him! 


(-2 } [ 
Office for his Ma ty to ſign? and the Lot fell on; 1c<q 

Lord CH-. His Lordſhip expected to find his neſs. but 
Ma- ty in a very unfavourable Mood; and according- Armour 
ly it happened fo ; and therefore he prudently forbore piece. 
to incenſe him by an abrupt Requeſt, and inſtead of I 5 
bluntly aſking him to ſign the Inſtrument, very ſubmiſ- 
ſively aſk'd whoſe Name his Ma—ty would be pleaſed A cer 
had a gre 


anſwered in a Paſſion, The Devil's if you will. Very pſerved 


i d o 
the Inſtrument run in the uſual Style, Our truſty and bell. 11 = 
beloved Coufm and rn ? The K—g laught, and} {k*'d her 


: 2 Weſs? O; 
with all the good Nature in the World ſet his Name . Tab, - 
to the Paper, tho? to promote a Perſon not very ac- 


ceptable to himſelf. 4 hes, 


Mr. Thomas Fuller, a Man admired for his Wit, f F 
but whoſe great Fault was, that he would rather loſe alapral 
7 


his Friend than his Jeſt, having made ſome Verſes As 
upon a ſcolding Wife, Dr. Cons, his Patron, and ord. w 
Benefactor, hearing them repeated, deſired Mr. Ful. I 3 8 
ler to oblige him with a Copy of them; to whom he har has 


very imprudently, tho' wittily replied, *Tzs needleſs to 
give you a Copy Hetzer, for you have the Original. 


L—d CH- chanced one Day to be at the Prime 
Miniſters Levee, when Garnet upon Fob, a Book de- 
dicated to the Duke of N- e, happened to lie in 
the Window. Before his Grace made his Appears} 
ance, his Lordſhip had Time enough to amuſe him- 
ſelf with the Book, and when the Duke enter'd, he 
found him reading in it, Well, my Lord, ſaid his 
Grace, I hat is your Opinion of that Book © In any other A Lad 
Place I ſhould not think much of it, replied his Lordſhip | 


A Ge 
tairs, c 
bim? I. 
he Gen 
after him 
annot fu 

an, fo 
pwn Sak 


but here in your Grace's Levee, I think it one of the bel KLE 
Books in the World. pen'd, h. 


A Linen-Draper in London had his Picture drawn pnoulder 
in Armour, which he was very fond of ſhewing. ] Ty. E 
Two Country Gentlemen of his Acquaintance com- Aist in F 
ing to ſee him, he according to Cuſtom ſhows them nan of! 


Ind ecd ; he Repo 


/ 


Indeed, ſays one of the Gentlemen, tis a good like- 
Meſs, but there is a Fault in it, for you are drawn in 
Armour, and the Painter has 7 you no Head 
Piece. Pho, ſays his Friend, F he had had a Head 


Piece he would never have been drawn in Armour. 


ſed} A certain Duke married to a foreign Lady, who 

ad a great Fondneſs for Learning, having frequently 

ery Mobſerved an odd looking Man very meanly dreſs'd go 

babe in and out of his Lady's Apartment in a Morning, 
my aſk'd her Grace who he was and what was his Bufi⸗ 

and 


Weſs? O my Lord , {aid he, he be one dat be come to ſhow me 
e Hebrew. I believe replied his Grace, he will ſoon- 
er ſhow you his Backſide, unleſs you give him a new 
Pair of Breeches. 


Vit, Te Duke of Vendoſime coming to ſee his favourite 
loſe Dalapral, ſurprized him as he was ſcolding his Ser- 
erſes Pant, and chid him for it. Zounds ſaid he, my 
and ord, who can forbear being in a Paſſion? I have 
4 oo ut one Servant, and I am almoſt as ill ſerved as you 


fs tl hat have Thirty. . 
A Gentleman going to take Water at Whitehall 
„ Wars, cried out, as he came near the Place, who can 
VN cim? I, Maſter, ſaid forty bawling Mouths ; when 
« de-Whe Gentleman obſerving one linking away, called 
lie in after him; but the Fellow turning about ſaid, Sir, I 
Sal- annot ſwim; then you are my Man ſaid the Gentle- 
him. nan, for you will at leaſt take care of me, for your 
, heſpyn Sake. | | 
d his} 
A Lady who had received a Letter from a Gentle- 
man, in which was a very inſolent Propoſal, wrote 
or Anſwer, that if a hearty Beating could have been 
pen'd, her Letter would have been written upon his 


Phoulders. 
raw . 3 | 
Wins The E— of — who is perhaps the ſevereſt Saty- 
—_ iſt in Europe, was lately waited upon by a Gentle- 
then nan of his Acquaintance, and complimented him on 


him he Report, that his Lordſhip was a ſecond Time pro- 


(4) 


moted to the Ee pan,” of Ireland. The E — Co 
who, to the Grief of his Friend as well as his own; Jinburgh 
great Mortification, has almoſt entirely loſt his hear-Wp: 1. hae 
ing, replied with a Smile, that he knew not of any dd oſs 
ſuch Promotion, but did indeed think himſelf more ke Sorel 
fit for that Employment now than ever, becauſe he] - End Bl 
could hear none of the People's Complaints. | 
| Tt: 
There is a Story told of Mr. Waller, the Poet, that Ty 
does Honour to his Sincerity. King James II. hav- e Hon 
ing ordered Mr. Waller to attend him one Afternoon; g ook; N 
when he came, the King carried him into his Cloſet, ay, ou 
and there aſk'd him, how he liked ſuch a Picture. Sir, ards, wW 
ſays Mr. aller, my Eyes are dim, and 1 know not whoel Lo Tov 
it is, the King anſwered, it is the i 144 Orange.M7 Ye one 
I think, ſays Waller, ſhe is like the greats Loman in the eint your 
orld, whom do you call ſo? ſaid the King. een undd C 
Elizabeth, replyed the other. {wonder, Mr. Waller, e de 
ſaid the King, that you ſhould think ſo; and added, /he | 
owed her Greatneſs to her Council, which was indeed a The 1- 
zwiſe one, And Sir, ſaid Mr, Waller, did you ever not himſelf | 
a Fool chuſe a wiſe one? | n :- H 
; 3 reat dea 
A certain ſwaggering Officer being in Company A 
with Mr. Charles „ bragg'd egregiouſſy of the 1 CT 
Number he had ſlain by his own Hand abroad, inſo- penn d t 
much that, by his own Account, he had demoliſhed of his H. 
at leaſt five Hundred. Sir, ſays Charles, I have filled lap ont 
in my Time, let me ſee—five at Madrid ten at Liſbon , my Dos 
twenty at Paris—thirty at Vienna, and double the Num- » 
ber at the Hague. But at length coming over from Ca- 7p, 
lais 2 Dover, I had ſcarcely difembark'd before a deſpe- ight in 
rate Son of a Bitch of a Fellow killed me—KRil'd you andſom. 
ſays the Officer D—m > gs what do you mean by that? uhich he 
Sir, replies Charles, I did not diſpute your Veracity, and When Re: 
why ſhould you queſtion mine. Affair: 4 
Wo : 5 Maone alrec 
A certain Kentiſh Nobleman being in Company 
with ſome Scotch Officers, was bragging of the Situa- In a C 
tion of his Villa, and the Pleaſantneſs of the Country pariſons, 
in general; but above all, inſiſted upon his peculiar Wk epeater 


Happineſs (as he had a muſical Ear) in — ran | 
F UITILUCCE 3 


3 | | 
Multitude of Nightingales about him. Nightingales? 
Ways a bonny Scot, we have an Infinity of them near 
Edinburgh—Sir, replies my Lord, I thought thoſe 
Birds had never reached ſo far North, pray, what 
Kind of a Thing is a Nightingale? my Lord, rejoins 
the Scotſman, it rs a boot as bug as a Pudgeon, and has 
Head like a Cat, and cries, whoo, whoo, whoo. 


A certain Gentleman of Cambridge, having pub- 
Wiſhed ſome Poems by Subſcription, went to wait on 
She Honourable Mr.—, of Clare-Hall, to deliver a 


ON ;WBook; Mr. —;, happened not to be then in the 
let, ay, our Poet therefore, called about a Week after- 
Sir, ards, when his Honour addreſſed him in the follow- 
50% ing Terms. Sir, I hike your Poems extremely well, but 
150-7 have one Favour to beg of you, and that is, that you will 
the Print your next Edition upon ſofter Paper, for this con- 
1 Hunded Genoa Demy, rubs ones Backſide lite a Nutmeg- 
ler, WG rater. 

ſhe | : 
ed off The late Prince of Males having a Mind to divert 


himſelf Incog, went to ſee a Bull baiting near Hockley 
En the Hole. The Bull (being true Game) gave a 
Nreat deal of Sport, and foil'd every Dog that attack'd 


ANY im- At laſt, old Towzer, whoſe Owner (a Butcher 
py in Clare Market) ſtood cloſe to the Prince, fairly 
hes penn'd the Bull—At which the Butcher in the Joy 


f his Heart, gave His Royal Highneſs a ſwinging 
Clap on the Back, ſaying. See there, Mr. Prince, that 
7s my Dog, rot me if it ent. 


Voltaire, having lampooned a Nobleman, was one 


be- | | ight in his Way Home intercepted N and 
Mi ww handſomely cudgelled for his licentious Wit. Upon 


„which he applied to the Duke of Orleans, who was 
hen Regent, and begg'd him to do Juſtice in the 
Affair: Sr, replied the Regent, ſmiling, it has been 
one already. | 


ua Ina Company where they were playing at Com- 
1740 pariſons, an agrecable young Lady was likened to a 


Repeater. Fontenelle coming in, ſhe appealed to him 
| 3 for 


(6) 


for the Propriety of the Reſemblance : Madam, favs | 
he, 1 find a notable Difference : a Repeater makes us re- 


member the Hours, but you make us forget them. 


A poor Devil of an Author had prefixed to a pal- 
try Work, a fulſome Dedication to the Earl of Oæ- 
ferd, who ſent for him and made him a Preſent of 
hve Guineas: not, ſays his Lordſhip, that you deſerve | 
a Farthing ; but that whenever you ſhell again take it into | 


your Head to praiſe any Body you may forget me. 


fal Pompey ? 


A Highwayman preſenting a Blunderbuſs to | 
Gentleman in a Chariot, demanded his Money with | 
the uſual Compliment; the Gentleman readily fur- | 
rendered his Purſe, containing about ſixty Guineas, | 
and told the Highwayman, that for his own Safety, | 
ry upon the Footing of 
an Exchange, by ſelling him the Blunderbuſs for what | 
he had juſt now taken from him, with all my Heart, | 
ſays the Highwayman, and gave it to the Gentleman, | 
uzzle towards him, and 
told him, if he did not redeliver his Purſe, he would 
ſhoot him, That you may if you can, replied the High- | 
wayman, for I promiſe you it is not loaded; and rode off 


he had better put the Robbe 
who, inſtantly turn'd the 


yery cooly with his Booty.. 


— 


like again. 


with his Complaint, who bid him not be afraid, for I 
if the Gentleman was to kill him, he would hang 
him the Day after, I had much rather, replied the 


oh 
5 
5 
u 1 
25 
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Fool, you would hang him the Day before. 


A Fool kept by King James I. upon ſome Offence | 
done by him to a Gentleman, was told that his Fools | 
Coat ſhould be no Protection to him, for he certainly 
would run him through the Body, if ever he did the 
The Fool ran open Mouth'd to the King 
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A Gaſcoon, who had ſome Buſineſs with Marſhal ! 


Villers, aſked his Porter, if Villers was at Home, | 
Villers, plain Villers] ſays the Porter, methinks you | 
might have added his Jitle; You Put, you ! ſays the | 

Gaſcoon, did you ever bear of Marſhal Cæſar, or Mar- 


wick, y 
have 
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Juſt after Dr. Tillotſon, was conſecrated Archbiſhop 


of Canterbury, Sir J. T. a violent Party-Man and of 
a very reproachable Character, paſſing by his Lord- 


2 ſhip, cry'd aloud, I hate a Knave in Lawn Slaves; 


and fo do I in any Sleeves, replied the Biſhop. 
Mr. Chifwick was preſented to a good Living by my 


Lord Chancellor; on his waiting on my Lord, to 
thank him for his Kindneſs, the Chancellor and his 
Lady joked the Parſon on his ſoon altering his State, 


and taking to him a Wife, — Vo, my Lord, ſays Chiſ- 


wick, you have. given me Plenty, and Ti take care to 
have Peace. 


A Gentleman was reading to ſome Company in a 
Coffee Houſe by St. Fames's a Syſtem of Polity, in 
which a Calculation was made of all the Inhabitants 
in Great-Britain; the Number ſeem'd fo immenſly 


4 great to a Beau Politician who ſtood by, that he im- 


mediately cry'd, Sir, if what you ſay be true, there is 
more People tn 8 than 47 England put 
together. — That wiſe Gentleman. (ſays an arch old 
Cuff in the Corner) puts me in mind of the Mayor 
of Minton who on being inform'd that a Hurricane had 
deſtroyed many Ships at Sea, declared with the Saga- 
city and Air of a Magiſtrate, that he believed, more 
wad was done by Sea and Land than in all the F/orld 
eſade. 


Lady *** ſpoke to the Butler to be ſaving of an 
excellent Run of Small Beer, and aſk'd him how it 
might be beſt preſerv'd ? I know of no Method ſo effec- 
tual, my Lady, replies the Butler, as placing a Barrel 
of good Ale by it. 


A certain Nobleman, who has too much Fortitude 
and Greatneſs of Soul, to be ſhaken with every Breath, 
was in Ireland during the late Rebellion in Scotland, 
and one Morning, when it was reported that the Ro- 
man Catholicks were about to riſe, a Gentleman ran 
into his Chamber very abruptly, My Lord, my Lord, 
We're undone, ſays he, all Dublin zs up. what's 

B 4 o Clock? 


(8) 


oClock® ſays the Nobleman- Ten, my Lord, anſwer'd | 
the Gentleman. May then, truly, ſays his Lordſhip | 
with 2 unconcern, Ill get up myſelf, for I think | 


every Man fhould be up at Ten O Clock. 


In the Time of the Wars between the Duke of 
Marlbrough's Army and the French, in the Reign of 
une, it was a conſtant Practice with the 
French Court to cauſe Illuminations and Bonfires to 
be made in Paris, after every Battle, whether their 
e got the Victory or not, in order to keep up 

pirits of the People. And once, when the 
Engliſh had totally defeated. the French, and great 
Hluminations were made as uſual; a Marſhal of * 
France merrily ſaid, By my Honour, the People of our | 


Queen 


the 


Nation are like Flint Stones, the more you beat them the 
more Fire they make. 


One meeting an Acquaintance, ſays to him with a a 


kind of ſecret Joy, III tell you a Piece of News my 


Friend, between you and I my Wife's with Child. 
Between you and I, anſwered the other, you are 
greatly miſtaken, for I have not lain with your Wife 


this Twelvemonth. 


A Man telling his Friend the Situation of his Af- 
fairs, with regard to his Creditors, who were ſome- 
what preſſing on him, ſaid that his Debts were moſtly *! 
in Fives and Sixes, (meaning ſo many Pounds) Well, 
anſwers his good-natur'd Friend /mce your Aﬀairs are | 
not at Sixes and Sevens yet, cheer up, and ['ll endeavour | 


to aſſiſt you. 


I happened once, fince theſe great Hoops were in 
Faſhion, to be at a Chriſtening, when a Lady, who 
had more Vivacity than Diſcretion, began to rally a 
little Gentleman in Company about the Marriage of 


his Friend, who, it ſeems, was alſo a very little Man. 


7175 eee to me, ſays the Lady, that Miſs *** who | 


we all know to be-a Girl of 10 Senſe, ſhould ever think 


of ſuch a diminutive Animal; why I cou'd hide fifty of | 


them under my Petticoat. Hadam, quoth the Gen- 
| tleman, 
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tleman, I don't doubt but you have had a hundred there 
before now. 


An arch Boy, belonging to one of the Ships of 
W ar at Portſmouth, had purchaſed of his Play-fellows 
a Magpye, which he carried to his Father's Houſe, 
and was at the Door feeding it, when a Gentleman 
in the Neighbourhood, who had an Impediment in 
his Speech, coming up, T—T—T Tom, ſays the 
Gentleman, can your Mag T—T— Talk yet? Ay, 
Sir, ſays the Boy, better than you, or I'd wrmg 2 
Head f. 


In the Heat of an Engagement a Sailor took his 
wounded Comrade on his auler and carried him 
down to the Surgeon, the Fellow in his Way loſt his 


Head, Why, = the Surgeon, do you bring me a 


Man without a Head? Oaſo, ſays, the Sailor, He told 
me he had only leſt his Leg, but he was always a lying Deg. 


A Sailor fell from the Main-Maſt and broke his 
Legs: When his Companions came about him, and 
commiſerated him, Ph! ſays he, it might have been 
my Neck. © | OY 


A certain Nobleman who had juſt changed his Par- 
ty, complain'd to a Lady of Wit and Humour, that 
he had a Pain in his Side, — Ju. Side, my Lord, ſays 
ſhe, I thought you had no Side. Yes Madam, ſays 
his Lordſhip, I have Two, then anfwer'd the Lady, I 
ſuppoſe you are Tack of both Sides. Ay, Madam, 
ſays he, (a little Chagrin'd) and I have a Back-Side 
too, That I did not know my Lord, ſays ſhe, 
but every Body knows, your Lady has one. 


Some Gentlemen riding over a Common by a Turf- 
cutter, enquired the Way to Guildford, when he had 
directed them right, they atkK'd what Time o'Day it 
was? The Man, looking up to the Sun, told them it 
was Pen. But one of the Gentlemen taking out his 
Watch, ſaid it was not Ten yet, Ther, ſays the Fel- 

| B 5 | low, 


610 
low, Du may ride till it is and be pox'd, if” yon will; 
if you knew better than me, why did you aſh the Dueftion ? 


An Author after reading an extreme bad Play to. 
£2—, aſk'd his Opinion of it. He told him it would 
not do by any Means. I wiſh, ſays the Author, you 
could adviſe me what is beſt to do with it. That Ican, 
ſays J, Plot out one Half and burn the other, 


It was ſaid of a Country Squire at his Return from 
his Travels to France, by which he was greatly alter'd, 
tho not in the leaſt improved, that he went thither a 


leaden Image, but was returned one of Plaiſter of Paris. 


A poor Fellow condemn'd, told the late Juſtice 


urnet, it was hard Laws to be hang'd for ſtealing a 
Horſe. No Friend, ſays the Judge, you are not 
hang'd for ſtealing a Horſe :: but that Horſes may not 


be lol n. 


A certain Nobleman being call'd to Scarborough to 
drink the Waters, as he was walking one Morning, 
met Dicky Dickenſon, and civilly aſk'd how he did? 
Do, my Lord, replied he; I do as many of you Noblemen 
do, I have turn'd off my Wife, and 1 keep my Whore. 


A Lady, belonging to a wealthy Pariſh in London, 


having had the Misfortune to bury ſeveral of her Fa- 
mily in a little Time, the Sexton brought her a Bill, 
which ſhe thinking unreaſonable, demanded ſome 
Abatement, and tender'd him five Shillings leſs than he 
had charg'd. The Sexton. eyed the Money, and at 
length took it up, ſaying, As you have been a good 


Chap, Madam, and I expett more of your Cuſtom, Flt 


take it for this Time; but I really can't afford it. 


A certain great Man having a good Living vacant, 
by the Death of a former Incumbent,. was ſolicited | 
by many neighbouring r of great Learning, | 


for the next Preſentation, all whom he refus'd, be- 
cauſe they cou'd not inform him who was Melchiſe- 
decks Father; of which. a young Fellow of a College 


III. 


8 


5 
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in Oxford Hearings he came to the great Man and 


aſk'd it for himſelf; Sir, ſays he, if you can tell me 
who was Melchiſedech's Father, you may ſtand a good 
Chance. That Vi ds inſtantly, replied the young 
Gentleman, and who was his Mother too. And, put- 
ting his Hand in one Pocket, pulls out a Purſe of 
Guineas, ſaying, There is his Father, my Lord; 
then turning his Hand to the other Pocket, took ano- 
ther Purſe, and this, my Lord, is his Mother, ſays 
he. Mell, anſwer'd his Lordſhip, this is ſomething to 
the Purpoſe, I confeſs ; let me only count the Syllables of ; — 
Names, and if they are right, you ſhall have the Living. 


One of the Comedians walking down Bow-Street, 
Covent-Garden, ſaw a poor miſerable Object aſking 
Charity; he ſtop'd and reliev'd him, ſaying at the 
fame Time, This Man muſt either be in very great Diſ- 
traſs, or a very good Actor. 


A certain Preacher having changed his Religion for 


a good Benefice, was much blam'd by ſome of his 


Friends, for deſerting them. To excuſe himſelf he 
aſſur' them he ſhou'd never have done it, but for ſever 
Reaſons; being aſk'd what they were? he anſwer'd, 
A Wife and fox Children. | 


A Wag merrily told Mr. Cibber, when his Print of 


Mr. - Pope and the Coffee-Houſe Girl came out, that 


he had publiſh'd Pope's Eſſay on I/oman, 


At the Long Room at Bath, a Lady that affected 

7 Modeſty, was accidentally ſeated next to Lady 

. which ſhe no ſooner knew, than ſhe edged away 

from her as far as Room would give Leave, which 

La: J. perceiving, ſaid ſoftly to her, Pray, Madam, 
0 1 


is whoring catching © 


A Gentleman in a certain County in this Kingdom, 
had mark'd out a large Tract of Ground for a Park, 
Part of which belonging to the Pariſh in common, 
they made great Murmurings at its being inclos'd : JF 
that be the Caſe, ſays his Friend, your Park will come 

Z | | chedp, 
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cheap, * of you have nothing to do but get Pales, and your 
4 | 


Neighbours will find Railing. 


A pious Country Gentleman, going through Fleet- 


Street, and ſeeing ſeveral Men kiſſing the Whores, 
ſaid, he was glad to find ſo much Chriſtian Charity in 
London ; for he had heard it was a very wicked Place 


A Countryman of a merry Diſpoſition, being in- 
clin'd to joke with one of his * Hoage, 
ſays he, how many Cuckolds do you think there are in our 

2wn, excepting yourſelf ; Excepting myſelf! I pat do 
you mean by that, quoth Hodge ? Nay. don't be angry, 


ſays the other. How many are there then including 
yourſelf © 


An Jriſbmam on board a Man of War, was deſired 
by his Meſs-mate to go down and fetch a Can of ſmall 
Beer; 8 knowing that Preparations were mak- 


ing to fail, abſolutely refus'd. Arrah, by my Shoul, 


fays he; and ſo while I am gone into the Cellar, to fetch. 


Beer, the Ship will ſail and leave me behind. 


A Country Gentleman, having married a buxom 
Widow, a few Weeks after Marriage, found it ne- 
ceſſary to withdraw from the Buſineſs of Love for a 
little while ; but not caring to let his Wife into the 


Secret, he procur'd a Subpcena, to be ſent him to | 


attend as an Evidence at one of the Courts in London; 
which, ſhewing her, he took leave, with ſeeming 
Regret, and ſet forward on 1 and was ab- 
fent about a Month. A few Days after his Return 
Home, the ſaid Gentleman and his Lady were look- 


ing out at a Window at their Cows grazing in a Field 
adjoining ; Mn dear, faid he, what is become of the Bull, 


which usd to be ſo briſk among the Cows bere? Oh*® 
Child, ſays ſhe, he's ſubpœna d, 1 ſuppoſe, to the other 
End of the Field. 


The Archbiſhop of Spalato, when Dean of Windſor, 
very affectionately moved the Prebendaries thereof, in 
a long Latin Speech, to contribute bountifully — 

| | | : tne 


Cn} | 

the Relief of a diſtreſſed Foreigner; repreſenting him 
a Perſon of much Worth and Want; To whom, 
one of the Prebendaries only replied, Qui ſuadet ſua 
det. But his Charity had a Tongue without Hands. 


When Oliver Cromwell firſt coined his Money, an 
old Cavalier looking upon one of the new Piece 
read this Inſcription, Deus nobiſcum, or God with us, 
on one Side; and ſaw the Arms of the Common-wealth 
of England impreſſed on the other. You behold here, 
ſaid he, by their own diſplaying, that God and the 
Common-wealth are of different Sides. 


Colonel Bond, who had been one of King Charles 
the Firſt's Judges, died the Day before Oliver; and 
it was ſtrongly reported that Cromwell himſelf was 
dead. No, ſaid a Gentleman, who knew better, he 
has only given Bond to the Devil, for his further Ap- 


pearance. 


A young Fellow came to offer himſelf to the Play- 
Houſe, whoſe Talent lay in Comedy, and having 
given a Specimen of his Capacity to Mr. Quin, he 
aſk'd if he had ever play'd any Parts in Comedy? 
The former anſwer'd, Yes; he had play'd Abel in the 


 Alchymiſt. I am rather of Opinion you 2705 Cain, ſays 
el. 


Quin, for I am certain you murder d A 


One of the mendicant Fryars in France, and his 
Aſs loaded with Proviſions he had collected, being 
crofling a Ferry; the poor Beaſt, with the Weight 
of his , Honey and the Coldneſs of the Seaſon, trem- 
bled and ſhook exceedingly. One in the Boat, think- 
ing to be witty, told the Fryar, His Brother there trem- 
bled. Ay, ſays the Fryar, F you bad a Cord round your 
Neck, f doll at your Feet, and a Man of my Profeſſion 


at your Elbow, you wou'd tremble too. 


One ſeeing a Friend going before him in the Street, 
call'd, Hallo. A haughty German paſſing by at the 
Time, aſk'd what * he had to cry Hallo while 
he paſs'd by? P—x take ye, ſays the Bun; 

| What 


(14) 
what Buſineſs had you ta paſs by, while' I was crying 
Hallo? 


A Man, complaining to his Friend, that his Wife's 
Drunkenneſs and ill Conduct had almoſt ruin'd him, 
concluded, as the Vulgar uſually do ; and, for Good- 
neſs ſake, What's bag ſaid for it d Nothing that I 
know, ſays his Friend, can be ſaid for it, but much 
againſt it. 


A handſome young Gentleman, having married an 
extremely ugly Lady, who was very rich; was aſk*d 
by his Friends, how he cou'd think of marrying ſo 
ordinary a Woman? Look ye, ſaid he, I bought her by 
Weight, and paid nothing for Faſhion, | 


A Perſon was formerly. try'd at ago for having 
two Wives, before the late Lord Chief Juſtice Holt; 
and one whoſe Name was Unit, was to have been the 
principal Evidence againſt him. After much calling 
for him, word was brought to his Lordſhip, that he 
cou'd not be found. No, ſays the Judge? then all I. 
can ſay, is, Mr. Unit flands for a Cypher. 


In Queen Anne's Reign, the Lord Oxford, as was 


ſaid, got a Number of Peers made at once, to ſerve a a 


particular Turn; being met the next Day by Lord 
Aparton, So, Robin, ſaid he, J find what you loſt by. 
Tricks, you have got by Honours, | 


King Henry the VIIIth appointing a Nobleman to 

o on an Embaſſy to Francis I. at a very dangerous 
3 he begg'd to be excus'd, ſaying, ſuch a 
threatning Letter to ſo hot a Prince as Francis I. 
might go near to coſt him his Life. Fear not, ſays 
old Harry; if the French King ſhou'd take away your 
Life, I'll revenge it by taking off the Heads of many 
Frenchmen, now in my Power. But of all theſe Heads, 
reply'd the Nobleman, there may not be one to fit my 
Sreulders.. | Fe 
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| A Taylor ſent his Bill to a Lawyer for Money; tlie 


Lawyer bid the Boy tell his Maſter, that he was not 
running away, but very buſy at that Time. The Boy: 
comes again, and tells him, he muſt needs have the- 
Money. Did'| tell thy Maſter, ſaid the Lawyer, I 
was not running away! Yes, Sir, ſays the Boy; but 
he bid me tell yau,. tat he was.. | 


Gun Jones, who had rais'd a handſome Fortune 
from a ſmall Beginning, happening to have ſome 
Words with a Perſon who had known him for ſome 
Time, was aſk'd, how he cou'd have the Impudence- 
to give himſelf ſuch Airs to one who knew him ſeven: 
Years ago, when he had hardly a Rag to his A—e? 
You lie, Sirrah, reply'd Jones, for ſeven: Years ago, 
I had nothing but Rags to my A—e.. 


A young Fellow, who had made away with all he 
had, even to his laſt Suit of Cloaths, one ſaid to him, 
Now, I hope you'll own yourſelf a happy Man; for 
you have put an End to all your Cares. How ſo? ſaid 
the Gentleman. Becauſe, reply d the other, you haue 
nothing left to take Care of | | 


A Melſbman and an Engliſbman vapouring one Day 
about the Fruitfulneſs of their Country, the Englyh-- 
man ſaid, there was a Cloſe near the Town where he- 
was born, which was ſo very fertile, that if a K:boo- 


was put in over Night, it wou'd be fo cover'd with: 
Graſs, as to be very difficult to find the next Day. 
Splut, ſays the MWelſoman, that's nothing, there is 4 
Cloſe where hur was porn, where you may put your Horſe 
in over Night, and not ve able to find him the next Morning. 


A Lady. that had married a Gentleman, who was. 
2 tolerable Poet, one Day ſitting: alone with him, 


ſaid, Come, my Dear, you write upon other People; 


prin, write ſomething for me. Let me ſee what: 


Epitaph you'll beſtow on me. when dead? Oh! my 


dear, reply'd he, that's a melancholy Subject! don't 


think of it. Nay,_upon my Life you ſhall, ſays ſhe, 


Come, 


(16) 
Here lies Bid, To which he 


Ah! I with ſhe did. 


Come, I'Il begin. 
anſwer'd, 


A Fellow being indicted for Perjury, had little to 
ſay in his Defence as to the Fact, only call'd ſeveral 
to his Character, and among the reſt the Curate of 
the Pariſh ; who ſaid he always thought him a ſober, 
honeſt Man, for that he was conſtant 55 Church on 
Sundays, and ſeem'd very attentive to Divine Service. 
Why then, ſays the Judge, tis plain he only lent his 
Ears to the Golpel, but I'll take Care he ſhall give 
them to the Law, and ſentenc'd him accordingly. 


Henry IV. of France, reading the following oſten- 
tatious Inſcription on the Monument of a Spaniſb 
Officer; Here lies the Body of Don, &c. &c. who 
never knew what Fear was. Fhen, ſays the King, 
He never ſnuff'd a Candle with his Fingers. 


The late facetious Mr. Spiller, being at the Re- 
hearſal one Saturday Morning, the Time when the 
Actors are uſually paid, was aſking another, whether 
Mr. Nod, the Treaſurer of the Houſe, had an 
Thing to ſay to them that Morning? No, Fait 
Femmy, reply'd the other; I'm afraid there is no Cole, 
which is a cant Word for Money. Well, fays Spil- 
ler, if there's no Cole, we muſt burn Wood. 


An honeſt bluff Country Farmer, meeting the Par- 
fon of the Pariſh in a By-lane, and not giving him 
the Way ſo readily as he expected; the Parſon, with 
an erected Creſt told him, that he was better fed than 
taught. Very true, indeed, reply'd the Farmer; for 

you teach me, and I feed myſelf | 


A Gentleman talking of his Travels, a Lady in 
Company faid, ſhe had been a great deal farther, and 
ſeen more Countries than he. Nay then, Madam, 

reply'd the Gentleman; as Travellers, we may lie toge- 
ther by Authority. | „ 
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1e A Frenchman who ſpoke very broken Engliſh, 
having ſome Words with his Wife, endeavour'd to 
= call her Bitch, but cou'd not recolle& the Name; at 
3 laſt he thought he had done it, by ſaying, Begar, mine 


o Dieare, but you be vone vile Dog's Wife. Aye, that's 
al true enough, anſwer'd the 9 the more's my 
F Misfortune. | 

= 

_ Sir Miles Stapleton, a Gentleman of great Fortune 
. -in the North of England, is a mann oi little Man, 
js which gave riſe to the following Pun, and a hearty 


e I.augh, which the Knight himſelf enjoyed. with the 
Company. Two of the Company were diſputing 
about the Yorthire Miles; one aflerted, they were 

longer than in any Part of England beſides, which the 


5 bother deny'd, and it was left to the Deciſion of Harry 
9 A. a famous Punſter, who declared, he knew of no 
„Hort Miles in Yorſhire, except Sir Miles. 


4 A Gentlewoman, who had two Gallants, growing 
big with Child, the Queſtion was put, who ſhou'd be 
: the Father; when one of them who had a wooden 
3 Leg, offer'd to decide it thus; If the Child comes into 
the World with a wooden Leg, I will father it; if not, 
it ſhall be yours, © | 


VVV 


The Standers by, to comfort a poor Man, who 
lay on his Death- bed, told him, he ſhou'd be carried 
5 to Church by four luſty proper Fellows. I thank you, 1 

The 2 ſaid he, but I had much rather go myſelf. | 


1 A Toping Fellow was one Night making his Will | 
oer his Bottle; I will, ſaid he, give fifty Pounds to | 
2 five Taverns, to drink to my Memory, when I am | 
dead; namely, Ten Pounds to the Salutation for 
Courtiers; ten Pounds to the Caſtle for Soldiers; ten 
Pounds to the Mitre for Parſons; ten Pounds to the 
Horns for Citizens, and ten Pounds to the Devil for 
Lawyers, h 


A Gentleman ſent for his Car enter's Servant, to 
knock a Nail or two in his Study ; after the F * 
a 


1 
had done, he ſcratch'd his Ears, and ſaid, he hop'd 
the Gentleman wou'd give him ſomething to make 
him drink. Make you drink, ſays the Gentleman! 
There's a pickled Herring for you; if that won't make 
you drink, Jil give you another. 


A Dog coming open-mouth'd at a Serjeant upon a 
March, he ran the Spear of his Halbert into his 
Throat, and kill'd him. The Owner coming out, 
rav'd extremely that his Dog was kill'd, and aſk'd the 
Serjeant, why he cou'd not as well have flruck him with 
the but End of his Halbert? So I wou'd, ſaid he, if he 
had run at me with his Tail, 


A certain Lady finding her Huſband ſomewhat too 


familiar with her Chamber-maid, turn'd her away, 
ſaying, Huſſy, I have no Occaſton for ſuch Sluts as 


you; / hired you to do your own Buſineſs, not mine. 


Two Lawyers being met at the Tavern, when the 
Wine was very good, one of them had a mind to. 
ftay by it ; but the other pleading Buſineſs, was for 
going immediately; prithee, fit down a little longer, 


ays the firſt, here's the beſt Wine Jever taſted, how 


do you find it? why, I find it ſpecial, ſays he; then 
faith Friend, as you bring it in ſpecial, it muſt have 
another Tryal, and fo call'd for a ſecond Bottle. 


An Officer in the Cuſtoms at the Port of Liverpool, 
running careleſly along the Ship's Gunnel, tip'd over- 

board, and was drowned. Being ſoon taken up, the 
Coroner's Jury was ſummon'd to ſit upon the 
One of the Jurymitn returning Home, was call'd to 
by an Alderman of the Town, and aik'd.what Ver- 
dict they brought in, and whether they found Felo de 
e? ty, ay, ſays the Juryman, ſhaking his Noddle, 

he fell into the Sea ſure enough. | 


Sir Y/ilkam D' Avenant the Poet, who had no Noſe, 
oing along the Muſe one Day, a Beggar-woman fol- 
ow'd him, ſaying, God preſerve your Eye-fight.. 

Why, good Woman, ſays he, doſt thou pray ſo much 
for my Eye-ſight? 4h! dear Sir, anſwer'd the Wo- 
7 | mans. 
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man, I it pleaſe God you grow dim-ſighted, you hade no 
Place U k es 8 peace on. LITE 


A young Gentleman playing at Queſtions and 
Commands, with ſome very pretty young Ladies, 
was commanded to take off a Garter from one of em; 
but ſhe, as ſoon as he laid hold on her Petticoats, ran 
into the next Room, where there was a Bed, Now, 
Madam, ſaid he, I bar ſgucating. Bar the Door, you 
Fool, ſaid ſhe. | | 


Daniel Purcell, the famous Punſter, meeting with 
a Friend on the zoth of January, being King Charles's. 
Martyrdom, they went to the Salutation Tavern on 
Heolbourn-Hill, where finding the Door ſhut, they 
knock d. One of the Drawers peeping through a 
little Wicket, aſk'd, what they wou'd pleaſe to have? 
Have, ſays Daniel, open your Door, and draw us a 
Pint of Wine. The Drawer anſwer'd, his Maſter 
wou'd not allow of it, for it was a Faſt. Rot your 
Mater, reply'd he, for a preciſe Coxcomb ; is he not 
contented to faſt himſelf, but muſt make his Doors faſt too? 


A poor but worthy Clergyman, who poſſeſs'd only 
a ſmall Lectureſhip, from the Income of which, he 
had a /arge Family to maintain, had been under the 
Neceflity, through ſome expenſive Family Sickneſſes, 


Kc. of contracting Debts with ſeveral in the Pariſh, 


and, being unable to anſwer their Demands, abſcon- 
ded for ſometime for fear of being troubled ; and in. 
ſhort, was ſo aſham'd of facing his Creditors, that he 
even prevail'd with a Friend, to officiate for him on 
Sundays. However, conſidering this Method of Life 
cou'd not laſt long, he took Courage, and reſolv'd to 
preach the following Sunday before his Pariſhioners ; 
when, he took his Text from the New Teſtament in 


theſe Words, Have Patience, and I will pa 28 all. 


He divided his Diſcourſe into two general Heads; 
firſt, Have Patience, ſecondly, and I will pay you all; 
He then expatiated very largely. and elegantly on that 
moſt Chriſtian Virtue, Patience; after which, and 
now, ſays he, having done with my firſt Head, 2 
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have Patience, I come te my fecond and laſt general Head, 
which is and I will pay you all ;—but that I muſt defer 


. to another Opportunity. hich excellent Concluſion, 
ſo pleas'd his Creditors, that they gave him his own 
Time to pay his Debts, aſſuring him, that they 
wou'd never, trouble him. | 


A Senator, who is not eſteem'd the wiſeſt Man in 
the Houſe, has a Cuſtom of ſhaking his Head when 
another ſpeaks ; which giving Offence to a particular 
Perſon, he complain'd of the Indignity. Hereupon, 
one who had been acquainted with the firſt Gentle- 
man from a Child, as he told the Houſe, affur'd them 


it was only the Effect of an ill Habit: For, ſays he, 


though he often ſhakes his Head, there is nothing in it. 
A charitable Divine, for the Benefit of the Coun- 


try, where he reſided, caus'd a Cauſeway to be be- 


gun; and as he was one Day overlooking the Work- 
men, a certain Nobleman paſſing by, ſaid, Well, 
Doctor, for all your Pains and Charity, I don't take this 
to be the high May to Heaven. Very true, reply'd the 


Doctor; . for if it had, 1 ſhou'd have wonder'd to meet 
your Lordſhip here ! 8 


King Charles II. being prevail'd upon, by one of 


his Courtiers, to knight a very worthleſs Fellow, and 


of mean Aſpect; when he was going to lay the 
Sword upon his Shoulder, our new Knight drew 
back, and hung down his Head, as if out of Coun- 
tenance. Don t be aſham'd, ſays the King; tis I have 
the moſt Reaſon to be ſo. 


A Gentleman was ſaying one Day at the Tiltyard 
Coffee-houſe, when it rain'd exceſſive hard, that it 
put him in Mind of the General Deluge. Zoons, Sir, 


ſays an old e that ſtood by, who's that? I 


have heard of all the Generals in Europe, but him. 


A young Gentleman, having got his Neighbour's 


Maid with Child, the Maſter, a uy Man, came to 
1 


expoſtulate with him about it. Sir, ſaid he, I won- 


der 
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der you cou'd do ſo; Prithee, where is the Wonder ? 
ſays the other, I, /be had got me with Child, you might 


have wonder d indeed, 


Some Gentlemen, coming out of a Tavern pretty 
merry, a Link-boy cry'd, have a Light, Gentlemen ? 
Light yourſelf to the Devil, you Dog, ſays one of the 
Company. Bleſs you, Maſter, reply'd the Boy, I can 
fag, 1 ay in the Dar — Shall I light your Worſhip 
thither; | 


Faithful, was a cant Word in the Time of the 
Rump Parliament, by which, ſuch were commonly 
meant, as were Enemies to Monarchy. Though 
Waller, the great Poet, gave a different Turn to it 


for when a leading Perſon in Lincoln/hire, at the begin- 


ning of the Rebellion, had ſeiz'd a good Number of 
the King's Horſes, and writ to Mr. Lenthall, (the 
Speaker) to defire that the Parliament wou'd ſend 
down faithful and ſkilful Riders to be ſet upon them; 
Faller (upon reading the Letter to the Houſe) ob- 
ſerv'd that the Requeſt was very proper: For, (ſays 
he) if we do not ſet faithful Riders upon them they 
will run away with the Horſes, and if they are not 
ſrilful, the Horſes will run away with them. | 


My Lord Cn looking out of his Window, among 
2a Number of Creditors waiting about his Door, he 
obſerving one Fellow look more melancholy than the 
reſt, ſent for him in, and very gravely aſł d him the 
Cauſe, why really, Sir, my Debt has been long 
due——"Tis very true ſays my Lord, but I have a 
Friendſhip for thee, and therefore wou'd adviſe you 
to go home and mind your Trade, and not ſtand 


iadling here, for I never ſhall pay thee; but as for 


thoſe lazy Dogs, pointing to the others, let *em 
wait on. 


Sir Godfrey Kneller the Painter, and the late Doctor 
Ratchffe had a Garden in common, but with one 
Gate; which Sir Godfrey, upon ſome Occaſion order'd 
to be nail'd up. When the Doctor heard of it * 
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aid, he did not care what Sir Godfrey did to the Gate, 
ſo he did not paint it. This being told Sir Godfrey 
Well, reply'd he, I can take that, or any Thing but Phy- 
fic, from my good Friend, Doctor Ratcliffe. 


A Lieutenant of a Man of War, getting Leave of 
his Captain to fpend a Month or two in Town, lodg'd 
in a Houſe, where there were two Siſters, to the el- 
deſt of which he made his Addreſſes; but Matters 
not being brought to a Concluſion before his Time 
was expir'd, he was oblig'd to leave his Lady, and 
return to his Ship. He had not been many Weeks 


on board, before he receiv'd a melancholy Letter from 


his Miſtreſs, in which ſhe told him, that the Fruit of 
their Love now began td appear; and that, if he did 
not come and perform his Promiſe, her Reputation 
was gone. Among her other Complaints, ſhe told 
him, that nothing vex'd her ſo much as the Reproaches 
of her Siſter, who, upon the ſlighteſt Occaſion, ſays 
The, calls me nothing but Whore; whereas, to my 
certain Knowledge, ſhe wou'd have been a Whore too had 
The not miſcarried. 


A facetious Canon of Mindſor, taking his Evening- 
walk as uſual into the Town, met one of the Vicars 
at the Caſtle-gate, returning home ſomewhat elevated 
with generous Port. So, ſays the Canon, from 
whence comes you? I don't know, Mr. Canon, re- 
plies the Vicar; I have been ſpinning out this Afternoon 
with a few Friends. Ay, and now, ſays the Canon, 
you are reeling it Home. 


A few Days before the Battle of Fontenoy, a Party 


of Huſſars who were foraging, met with a Party of 


French Horſe, who came to reconnoitre, upon which 
a Skirmiſh enſued ; but the French being ſoon put to 
flight, were purſued by the Huſſars. The French 
Officer, richly dreſs'd, and better mounted than the 
reſt, ſoon left them all behind, except one Huſſar, 
who having a good Horſe under him, kept cloſe at 
his Heels; when the Officer thought he was out of 
Danger, he look'd back, and finding he had but one 
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the Blood, he ran haſtily to a 


„ 
Enemy to contend with, boldly turn'd his Horſe, 
and fired at him; but the intrepid Huſſar advanc'd, 
without touching his Piſtols, tho' his Antagoniſt had 


fired twice, The Frenchman, having no more Powder 


and Balls, ſurrender'd himſelf Priſoner ; and as they 
were returning, the Officer told him, he was a bold 
Fellow; and aſk'd him, why he did not fre in his 
own Defence? to which the Huſſar pleaſantly reply'd, 
"Twas for your Coat I follow'd you fo cloſe, and perhaps, 
had I fired, I ſhou'd have made a Hole in it. 


A Roman Catholick, after the Revolution, took 
the Oaths to the King ; for which he received a ſevere 
Cenſure from his Prieſt, who aſk'd him, how he 
could be ſo baſe? My, replied the Gentleman, is it 


not much better to truſt my Soul with God, than my Eſtate 
with the King. : 


A Chaplain at the Hoſpital in Flanders, attending 
a Soldier at the Point of Death, deſired another Sol- 


dier that ſtood by, to come and join in Prayer; * 


which he anſwer' d, No, Sir, I thank you, mine 1s only 
an Ague. 


A Clergyman of great Openneſs and Sincerity, 
being made one of the King's Chaplains, the Queen 


told him, that ſhe was very glad that ſo honeſt a 
Man, and one that wou'd not be afraid to ſpeak the 
Truth, was come to Court; and at the ſame Time 
beg'd, that he wou'd, without any Scruple, tell her 
her Faults. Upon which, the Doctor, without an 
Ceremony charg'd her with being covetous. Well, 
Doctor, ſays ſhe, now tell me another. No, quoth 
the Doctor, your Majeſty muſt mend that firſt. 


A rude quarrelſome Fellow, — a Man walking 
very faſt before him, cried out Halloo! you Mr. 
Cuckold, look behind you.“ This he repeated ſo of- 
ten, that he rais'd the Street upon the poor innocent 
Traveller, who being at laſt provok'd, threw a Stone, 
which broke his Head; feeling the Smart, and ſeeing 
5 — to complain _ 
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( 24) 
the Injury. The Juſtice inquiring into the Merits 
of the Cauſe, and knowing well the Complainant's 
Character, told him, he ought not to be angry, for 
the Man was certainly his „ who knowing 
that his Wit had long been too blunt for his Neigh- 
bours, had kindly given him a H/het/tone. | 


Czar Peter when he was in Holland, hearing there 


was a Man then in Confinement, who had been three 


Times tortur'd, but in vain, to make him diſcover 
his Accomplices ; and being amaz'd at his Fortitude, 
had the Curioſity to fee him, and accordingly went 
to his Cell, when he diſcover'd who he was to the 
Prifoner, and told him that he was ſurpriz'd how an 

Man cou'd have the Courage to ſuffer what he had 
done, and was {till likely to do, when by a Confeſſion 
he might free himſelf; and at the ſame Time deſir'd 
that he wou'd tell him for his own Satisfaction, whe- 
ther he had any Accomplices or not, 'and promis'd, 
on the Word of a King, that it ſnou'd never go any 
_ farther. The Priſoner, looking at the Czar with a 
ſteady Countenance, ſaid in a ſolemn Manner, Can 


your Majeſty keep a Secret? the Czar replied, Yes, I 


can. And ſo can I, quoth the Priſoner. 


An Actreſs, belonging to Drury-lane Theatre, ſome- 
what vain of her Singing, was tuning her Pipes in 
the green Room, whilit an Actor, remarkable for 
his Strength of Expreſſion, ſat in a penſive Poſture, 
with a Chew of Tobacco in his Mouth. Mr. Gra- 
vity, ſays the Lady, don't you think I ſing like Sig- 
nora, &c. Rot me, Madam, if I was thinking 
about you, quoth he. 
ſays ſhe, tis not long ſince I ſaw you act the Part 
_ Timothy Rag in your own Cloaths, and the whole 
Houſe 8 you was well dreſs'd for the Part. 
Madam, ſays the Actor, if ſpitting upon you was not 
taking Notice of you, I wou'd do it. 


A good humour'd Wife, abuſing her Huſband on 
his mercenary Diſpoſition, told him, that if ſhe was 
dead, he wou'd marry the Devil's eldeſt * 
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( 25 ) : 
if he cou'd get any Thing by it. That's true, re- 
ply'd the Huſband, but the worſt of it is one can't 
marry two Siſters. A 


A Gentleman who was very moroſe and ill-natur'd 
at Home in his Family, was remarkably facetious and 
merry abroad, inſomuch that he was more than ordi- 
narily entertaining wherever, he went; which occaſi- 
oned a Lady, once ata merry Meeting where he was, 
to ſay to one preſent, who knew him well. Surely, 
if that Gentleman's married, his Wife muſt. be extremely 
happy ; for he is quite the Fiddle of the Company; Very 
true, Madam, ſays the Gentleman, but he always hangs 
his Fiddle up at the Door, when he goes Home. 


Some Soldiers quarter'd in a Country Town, meet- 
ing a Farmer on the Road, alittle Way out of 'Town, 
in a dark Night, robb'd him of his great Coat and 
Money. The Farmer went immediately to one of 
the Captains of the Regiment, to make Complaint. 
Honeſt Friend, ſays the Captain, when the Soldiers 
robb'd you, had you that Coat on which you have 
now, Yes Sir, anſwer'd the poor Man; hy then, 
replied the Captain, you may depend on't that they do not 
belong to my Company, for they wou'd not have left that, 
nor even your Shirt. : 


A Clergyman who was inclin'd to write Notes on 
Shakeſpear's Plays, carried a Specimen of his Perfor- 
mance to a certain Actor, and deſired his Opinion. 
Sir, ſays the Player, I wonder People won't mind 
their own Affairs: You may ſpoil your own Bible, if you 
pleaſe ; but, pray let ours alone. 


Fortune ſeeing a Child fleeping by the Side of a 
Well, awaked him, ſaying, ariſe from hence, you 
little Fool, for if you ſhou'd happen to fall in, it 
wou'd be afterwards ſaid, that Fortune, not your 
Fly, had been the Cauie of it. | 


A certain Soldier, who was ſeized with a panic 


Fear, came running to Leonidas, and ſaid to him, the 
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Enemy, O Leonidas, are upon us; then we certainly 


are upon them, replied Leonidas. To another Sol- 
dier, who told him, the Enemy were ſo numerous, 
that their Darts obſcured the Sun: So much the better, 
ſays he, for then we ſhall have the Pleaſure of fighting 
in the Shade. a 


A certain Gentleman, being very angry with one 
of his Neighbours, about ſome Expreſſions which 
had been told him again, cried out, the Devil take all 
the Cuckolds, I wiſh they were all in the River. Up- 
on which his Wife anſwer'd, O dear, Huſband, how 


can you make ſuch a Fiſh, when you know you can't 


ſwim 1 | 


As the King of France was paſling over the Pont- 
neuf at Paris, on a Winter's Day, he ſaw a Gaſcomm 
very thinly clad, looking into the Water ; and rid- 
ing up to him, aſk'd him if he was not cold? Upon 
which the Gaſcoon anſwer'd, No and pleaſe your Ma- 
zeſty; and if you'd do as I do you wou'd not 2 cold nei- 
ther. How is that, ſays the King? hy, wear all 
your Cloaths at once, replied the „ 


A Gentleman, riding through a River, which he 
ſuppos'd deep, bid his Servant go before. But he, to 


ſhew his Politeneſs, replied, I never bill be guilty of 


fo much ill Manners ; pray, Sir, do you croſs over fir/t. 


A Footman who had married a Shrew to his Wife, 


told his Maſter he had married an Heireſs, the Gen- 
tleman expecting to hear the Lady was a great Catch, 
and of a noble 3 enquiring farther about her, 
was told by his Man . that the Devil had onl 
one Daughter and he had married her. 


When the firſt Mr. Penn, the Proprietor of Pen/il- 
vania, and the moſt conſiderable Man among the 
e went to Court to pa 

Charles the ſecond, that merry 
the Quaker not to lower his Beaver, took off his own 
Hat, and ſtood uncover'd before Penn. Who ſaid, 
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( 27 ) 
Prithee, Friend Charles, put on thy Hat; No, fays 
the King, Friend Penn, it is uſual for only one Man 
to be cover'd here, 


A Wag merrily told Mr. Cibber, when his Print of 
Mr. Abpe and the Coffee-houſe Girl came out, that 
he had publiſh'd Pope's Eſſay on Homan, 


Young Squire Booby, juſt come from his firſt Term 
at the Univerſity, was willing to give his Parents a 
Specimen of his Improvement there. Father, ſays 
he, I can chop Logic; Ay, ſays his Father, how is 
that Tom? Why, ſays Tom, here de zee, Father, are 
a Couple of Fowls at Table, I can prove they are 
three Fowler Hes that, quoth the F 
there's one, ſays Tam, and there's two, pointing to 
the Diſh, and don't one and two make three, Father? 


Mell, Dame, ſays the Father, Tom's a Conjurer. 


You take one Fowl, and I'll eat t'other, and let Tom 
have the third for his Logick. | 


A Lady of Quality's Woman, who was mighty 
ignorant, and very much affected the Uſe of hard 
Words, and odd Similies, having been lighted by 
the Valet-de-chambre,, who had once made Love to 
ber, ſhe encourag'd the Addreſſes of the Butler, who 
offer'd himſelf as her humble Servant; the Valet, 
notwithſtanding he had been very cool towards her 
before, cou'd not bear to ſee a Riyal, (a common 
Thing in Matters of Love) and began to be ſweet 
upon her again; but Madam, puſhed him away with 
2 ſecond-hand genteel Scorn, ſaying at the ſame Time 
with an affected Air, Pray forbear your Redreſſes to 
me, Fellow, tis true, I lob d you once as if Heaven and 
Earth were coming together; but now, I like you no more 


than an Apple's like an Oyſter. 


An Italian was accuſed for marrying five Wives, 
when being carried before oe ran he was aſked 
why he had married ſo many? He anſwered, in order 


2 meet with a good one, 6 1 
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A French Marquis, being one Day at Dinner af | 
Roger Williams's, the famous Punſter and Publican, |» 


was boaſting of the happy Genius of his Nation, in 
3 all the fine Modes and Faſhions; particu- 
arly the Ruffle, which he ſaid, was de fine Ornament 
to de Hand; and had been followed by de oder Nations. 
Roger allow'd what he ſaid, but obſerv'd at the ſame 
Time, that the Engliſh, according to Cuſtom, had made 
: reat Improvement upon their Ran, by adding a 
it to it. | 


One who was grown rich of a ſudden, from a 
very mean and beggerly Condition, and began to 
take great State upon him, was met one Day by a 
poor Acquaintance, who accoſted him in a very 
humble Manner, but being taken no Notice of, cried 
out, Nay, it is no great Wonder you ſhou'd not know me, 
when you have forgot yourſelf. | 


An Engliſh Gentleman aſk' Sir Richard Steele, who 
was an 1ri/hman, what was the Reaſon his Country- 
men were ſo remarkable for blundering, and making 
Bulls? Faith ! ſays the Knight, I believe there is ſome- 
thing in the Air of Ireland; and I dare ſay, if an En- 
gliſhman was born there, he wou'd do the ſame. | 


The Lord Jef | 

was made a Tu ge; a Country Fellow, giving Evi- 
dence againft his Client, puſh'd the Matter very 
ſtrongly ; 7eferies, after his uſual Way, called out 
to the F ellow, Harkee, you Fellow in the Leather 
Doublet! What have you for ſwearing? To which 
the Countryman reply'd, Faith, Sir, if you had no 
more for lying, than 1 have for Swearing, you might een 
wear a Leather Doublet too. 5 


It being prov'd on a Tryal at Guildball, that a 
Man's Name was really Inch, who had taken the 
Name of Linch; I ſee, id the Judge, the old Proverb 
zs. verified in this Man, who, being allowed an Inch, 
has taken an L. | 


eries pleading at the Bar, before he 
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In Eighty- eight, as Queen Elizabeth went from 
Temple-bar along Fleetftreet, on ſome Proceſſion, the 
Lawyers were rang'd on one Side, and the Citizens 


on the other; ſays the Lord Bacon, then a Student 


in the Temple, to another that ſtood next him, obſerve 
the Courtiers ; if they bow ſirſi to the Citizens, they are 
in Debt; if to us, they are in Law. 


One aſked his Friend, why he, ſo proper a Man 
himſelf, marry'd fo ſmall a Wife? My? ſaid he, J 
rg you had known, that of all Evils we ſbou d chuſe 


the leaſt. 


Mr. Congreve, going up the Water in a Boat, one 
of the Watermen told him, as they paſs'd by Peter- 
boroub Houſe at Mill-bank, that Houſe had ſunk a 
Story. No, Friend, ſays he; J rather believe it is a 
Story rais'd, | — 


It was aſk'd in Company, where Lord C—d was 
preſent, whether the Pers of Męſiminſter Bridge were 


| to be of Wood or Stone? Oh! ſays his Lordſhip, of 


Stone to be ſure; for we have too many wooden Peers 


4 already. 


| Profeſſor J/*** had a moſt remarkable long Noſe. 
A young Spark, who ſat oppoſite to him at Table, 


having a Mind tobe _ tho” at the Expence of 


good Manners, ſaid, Mr Pre/ident, you have a Drop 
at your Noſe. Have J, Child, ſays he, then do you 
wipe it, for it is nearer to you than me. . 


A young Gentleman, who had an Inclination to 
get upon the Stage, applied to Mr. Nich, who de- 
fired him to ſpeak ſome Lines of Tragedy, in the 
famous Soliloquy of Hamlet. The Gentleman be- 
gan in a very diſagreeable Manner, To be or not to be, 
that is the a LATE Aa to be, ſays Rich, aud ſo left 


him to rant by himſelf. 


The Lord N—h and G—y, being at an Aſſembly 
at the Theatre-Royal in the Hay-market, told Mr. 
; C 3 | Heidegger, 


(30 


Heidegger, he wou'd make him a Preſent of  rool. if 1 


he wou'd produce him an uglier Face than his, within 


a Year and a Day. Mr. Heidegger inſtantly fetch'd a a 
Glaſs, and preſenting it to his 8 ſaid, he did 
not doubt but he had 


onour enough to keep his Promiſe, 


An Ergliſh Gentleman, being in Brectnociſtire, of- 
ten diverted himſelf with Shooting; but, ſuſpected 


not to be gualify'd by one of the bufy 7Yelcb Juſtices, A 
his Worſhip told him, if he did not — — his 


ualification, he ſhou'd not ſhoot there; for, ſaid he, 
have two little Manors. Yes, Sir, ſaid the Engliſh 
Gentleman, any Body may perceive that. Perceive 
what? cries the Juſtice, That you have too little Man- 
ners, lays the other. 


A Gentleman, ſpeaking of Peggy Yates the famous 
Courtezan, who had always abundance of fine 
Cloaths ſaid, /he was like a Squirrel, for fhe cover d 
her Back with her Tail. by 


A Soldier was bragging before Julius Cæſar, of the 
Wounds he had receiv'd in his Face. Cz/ar, know- 
ing him to be a Coward, ſaid, he had beſt take heed the 
next Time he ran away, how be look'd back. 


A young Lady, who being lately married, on ſee- 
ing her Huſband about to riſe pretty early in the Mor- 
ning, ſaid, what, my Dear, are you getting up al- 
ready? Pray lie a ſittle longer, and reſt yourſelf. 
No, my Dear, replied the Huſband, J% get up and 
reſt myſelf. ; . 


A Gentleman, calling for ſmall Beer at his Friend's | 


Table, and finding it very flat, gave it back to the 
Servant, without drinking. What! ſaid the Maſter 
of the Houſe, don't you like the Beer ?+it is not to be 
found Fault with. M, anfwer'd the other, we ſhou'd 
never ſpeak ill of the Thad. | 


The Duke of Buckingham, one Day making his 
Complaint to Sir John Cutler, a rich Miſer, of the 
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(31) 
Diſorder of his Affairs, afſk'd what he ſhou'd do to 
revent the Ruin of his Eſtate? Live as I do, my 
Los ſaid Sir John, That I can, anſwer'd the Duks, 
when my Eſtate is gone. | | 


At another Time, a Perſon, who had been a lon 
Time dependant upon his Grace, beg'd his Imerett 
for him at Court, and to preſs the Matter more home 
upon the Duke, told him, that he had nobody to depend. 
upan, but God and his Grace. Then, ſays the Duke, 
you are in a miſerable Way; en you cou d not have 
pitch d upon any, who have leſs Intereſt at Court. | 


An Iriſhman being at a Tavern, where the Cook 
was dreſſing ſome Carp, obſerv'd ſome of them move 
after they were gutted and put into the Pan ; which 
much ſurprizing Teague, ſaid he, Now, of all the 
Chriſtian Creatures I ever ſaw, this ſame Carp will live 
the longeſt after it is dead, of any Fiſh. 


A young Gentlewoman, married to a very wild 
Spark, who had made away with a plentiful Eſtate, 
and was reduced to ſome Streights, ſaid very inno- 
cently to him one Day, My Dear, I want ſome 
Shifts ſadly. Zounds, Madan replied he, haw can 
that be, when we make ſo many every Day? 


A poor ingenious Servitor at Oxford, not able to 
purchaſe a new Pair of Shoes, when his old ones 
were very bad, got them capp'd at the Toes 3 upon 
which, being banter'd by ſome of his Companions, 
Why ſbou'd they not be capp'd, ſaid he, I am ſure they 
are Fellows f 


Two inſeparable Companions of the Guards in 
Flanders, had every Thing in common between them; 
one was very extravagant, and -unfit to be truſted 
with Money, hereupon the other was always Purſe- 
bearer, which he ſav'd but little by ; for the former 
wou'd often pick his Pocket in the Night, to the laſt 
Stiver. To prevent this, he bethought himſelf of a 
Stratagem, and coming the next Day among his Com- 

panions, 


(32 ) 
panions, brag'd how he had bit his Comrade, Ay, 
how? ſaid they. hy, replied he, I hid my Money 


in his own Pocket laſt Night, and I'm ſure hell never 
look for it there. | 


In Queen Anne's Reign, the Lord B— married 
three Wives, who were all his Servants. A Beggar- 
woman, meeting him one Day in the Street, made 
him a very low Curtſey: Ah God Almighty bleſs you, 
ſaid ſhe, and ſend you a long Life; if you do but live 
long enough, we ſhall all be > Pray — ' 

Diogenes begging, as was the Cuſtom of many 
Heathen Philotophers, aſk'd an extravagant Man for 
more than he did any other. Hereupon, one ſaid to 
him, I ſee you know your Buſineſs; where you find 
2 generous Perſon, you will make the moſt of him. 


No, ſaid Diogenes, but I deſign to beg of the reſt again. 
King Charles II. being in Company with Lord Ro- 


cheſter and other Nobles, who had been drinking 
beſt Part of the Night, K/:grew came in. Now, 
ſays the King, we ſhall hear of our Faults. No, 


faith | ſays Kulligrew, I don't care to trouble myſelf with 


that which all the Town talks of. 
We commonly ſay, ſecond Thoughts are beſt, and 


young Women, who pretend to be averſe to Mar- 


riage, deſire not to be taken at their Words. One 
aſk'd a Girl, if ſhe wou'd have him; Faith! no, John, 
lays ſhe; but you may have me if you will, _ 


A Butcher in Smithfield, lying at the Point of Death, 
faid to his Wife, My Dear, 1 am not long for this 
W orld, therefore adviſe you to marry our Man oh 
he's a luſty ſtrong Fellow, fit for your Buſineſs. O/ 
dear Huſband, ſaid ſhe, never let that trouble you for 
John and have agreed upon the Matter already, 


Some Men and their Wives, who all liv'd on the 
ſame Side of a Street, being merry making at a Neigh- 
bour's Houſe ; ſaid one of the Huſbands, it's nnd 

that 
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that all the Men in our Row are Cuckolds, but one. 
Soon after, his Wife being thoughtful, what makes 
you fad, my Dear? ſaid he, I hope you are not offen- 
ded at what I ſaid. No, ſaid ſhe, Tm only conſidering 


Who that one can be. 


A Woman proſecuted a Gentleman for a Rape; 
upon Tryal the Judge aſk'd her, if ſhe made any Re- 
ſiftance? I cried out, and pleaſe your Lordſhip, ſaid 
the Woman. Ay, faid one of the Witneſſes, but 


hat was nine Months after. 


In the latter Part of Queen Anne's Reign, Tom 
dining one Day with the Lord Mayor, after 
two or three Healths, the Miniſtry was toaſted ; but 
when it came to Tom's Turn to drink, he diverted it 
for ſome Time by telling a Story to the Perſon who 
fat next him. The chief Magiſtrate of the City, not 
ſeeing his Toaſt go round, call'd out, Gentlemen, 
where ſticks the Miniſtry ? At nothing, by G ſays 
Tom, and drank off his Glaſs. : 


An Oxford Vintner, complaining to his Man that 
there were no Bottles left, tho' he had laid in a large 
Stock very litely——No Wonder, ſays the Fellow, 
for all thoſe that were Meaſure you broke, and all 
that were not Meaſure the Scholars have broke: 


A good Woman quarrelling with her Huſband, for 
being ſomewhat too familiar with the Servant Maid, 
charg'd him with many other Facts of the like Nature, 
which he knowing himſelf innocent of, ſaid to her, 
Indeed, Wife, you will lie with any Noman in the King- 
dom, that's your Failing. No, you Rogue, replied the 
good Woman, in a gregt Rage, it is you that will he 
with any F/oman, and that's the Reaſon I am in ſuch a 
Paſſun with you, 


An Engliſb Officer, who had no Notion of being 
civil at the Expence of Sincerity, was travelling in a 
barren Country, where meeting with a Gentleman, 
they rode together about four Miles, when the Gen- 
| | C 5 tleman 


4 


Cos .. 
tleman turning to the Captain, ſaid, Now all the 
Ground we have hitherto gone over, is my Property. 
Egad, ſays the Captain, I have an Apple-tree in Here- 
fard/tire, that I wou'd not ſwop with you for it all. 


A certain Nobleman a Courtier, in the Beginning 
of the late Reign, coming out of the Houſe of Lords, 
accoſted the Dake of Buckingham, with how does 
N Pot boil, my Lord, theſe troubleſome Times? 

o which his Grace replied, I never go into my Kitchen, 
but ¶ dare to ſay the Scum is uppermoſt. 


A melting Sermon being preached in a Country 
Church, all the Congregation fell a weeping, but one 
Man ; who being aſked why he did not weep with the 
reit ? Oh! faid he, I belong to another Pariſh. 


A Country Squire aſked a merry Andrew, why he 


play'd the Fool? For the ſame Reaſon, ſays he, as yore 
4%; out of Want: You do it for Want of Mit, JI for 


ant of Money. 


A Gentleman in the Country, whoſe Wife had the 
Misfortune to hang herſelf on an Apple- tree, a Neigh- 
bour came in, and begg'd he wou'd give him a Cyon 
of that Tree, that he might graft it upon one in his 


own Orchard; for who knows, ſaid he, but it may bear 
the ſame Fruit: 


A noble Duke, who ſtammer'd fo much, that he 
was oblged to have a Servant ſtand by him to repeat 
what he faid, aſk'd a Clergyman at his Table, by 
Way of Joke, if he knew link was the Reaſon that 
Balaam's Aſs ſpoke ? The Clergyman not underſtand- 


ing him, the Servant repeated what his Grace had 


ſaid, to which the Parſon pleaſantly anſwer'd, that 
Balaam ſtutter'd, and his Afs ſpoke for him. 


The ſame noble Duke afk'd a Clergyman once at 
the Bottom of his Table, why the Gooſe, if there 
was one, was always plac'd next to the Pazſon ? 


Really, ſaid he, I can give no Reaſon for it; but your 
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A Countryman ſowing his Field, and two ſmart 
Fellows riding by, one of 'em call'd to him with an 
inſolent Air; well, honeſt Countryman, it is your 
Buſineſs to ſow, but we reap the Fruits of your La- 
bour. To which the Farmer replied, It is very likely 
you may, for truly I am ſewing Hemp. A 


The late Colonel Charters reflecting upon his ill 
Life and public Character, told a Nobleman, if ſuch 
a Thing as a good Name could be purchaſed, he 
would freely give 10,000/., for it. The Nobleman 


ſaid, it would be the worſt Money he ever laid out in 


his Life. Why ſo? ſays the Colonel, Becauſe, re- 
plied his Lordſhip, you would certainly forfeit it again 
in leſs than a eek, : 


Three Gentlemen being at a Tavern, whoſe 
Names were Moor, Strange, and Fright ;, ſays the 
laſt, there is but one Cuckold in Company, and that's. 
Strange; yes, anſwer' d Strange, here is one Moor; 
Ay! faid Moor, that's Wright. 


The Dutcheſs of Veꝛocaſile, who wrote Plays and 
Romances in King Charles the Second's Time, aſked 
Biſhop I/*Ikins, How ſhe could get up to the World 
in the Moon which he had diſcovered? for as the 
pony muſt needs be very long, there would be no 

oflibility of going through, without baiting by the 
Way. Oh! 1 {aid the Biſhop, Your Grace 
has built ſo many Calles in the Aer, you cannot want a 
Place to bait at. 


A Country Squire being in Company with his 
Miſtreſs, and wanting his Servant, cried out, where 


is the Blockhead ? Upon your Shoulders, {aid the Lady. 


t was a beautiful Turn given by a great Lady, 


who being afk'd where her Huſband was, when he 


lay coacealed for having. been deeply concern'd in a 
| Conſpiracy ? 


636) 

Conſpiracy? reſolutely anſwer'd, I have hid him. 
This frank Confeſſion drew her before the King, 
who told her, nothing but diſcovering where her 
Lord was concealed could ſave her from Torture; 
and will that do, Sir? ſays the Lady; Ves, replied 
the King, I have given my Word for K. Then, ſays 
ſhe, I have hid him in my Heart, there you'll find him. 
Which ſurpriſing Anſwer charmed her Enemies, and 
turned aſide the King's Reſentment. . 

A Country Gentleman riding down Cornhill, his 
Horſe ſtumbled and threw him at a Shop Door, the 
Miſtreſs whereof, being a pleaſant Woman, and ſee- 
ing no Hurt done, aſk'd whether his Horſe uſed to 
{ſerve him ſo? Yes, ſaid he, whenever he comes to 
the Door of a Cuckold. Dear Sir, ſaid ſhe, I would 
advife you to go back again, for you will have a hundred 
Falls before you get to the Top of Cheapſide. 


The old Lord Stamford taking a Bottle with the 
Parſon of the Pariſh, was commending his own 
Wine. Here, Doctor, ſaid he, I can fend a Couple 
of Ho—Ho—Ho—Hounds to Fra—Fra—France, for 
his Lordſhip had a great Impediment in his Speech, 
and have a Ho=Hc—Hogſhead of Wine for 'em. 
What do you ſay to that Doctor? My, my Lord, 
replies the Doctor, I think your Lordſhip has your 
Fine Dog-cheap. 

A Perſon having two very wicked Sons, one of 
whom robb'd him of his Money, the other of his 
Goods, his Neighbours came in to condole his Mis- 
fortune, when one of them told him, He might ſue 


the Hundred for the Loſs, as he had been robb'd between 
Son and Son. | 


A Dyer in a Court of Juſtice being ordered to 
hold up his Hand, which was all black; Take of 
your Glove, Friend, ſaid the Judge to him. Put on 
your Spectacles, my Lord, anſwer'd the Dyer, 
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One who was formerly in good Circumſtances, but 
had ſquander'd away his Eſtate, and had left himſelf 
no more Neceſſaries than a ſorry Bed, a little Table, 
a few broken Chairs, and other ſuch Lumber, ſeeing 
a Gang of Thieves endeavouring to break into his 
Houſe one Night, he bawPd out to them; Are ye not 


a damn'd Pack of Feols! to think to find any Thing here 


in the Dark, where I can find nothing by Day-light. 


Two Ladies juſt return'd from Bath, were telling 


2 Gentleman how well ey lik'd the Place, and how 


it agreed with them; the firſt had been very ill, and 
receiv'd great Benefit from the Waters; but pray, 
Madam, what did you go for, ſaid he to the ſecond ? 
Mere Wantonneſs, replied the z and, pray Madam, 


did it cure you? 


A Youth ſtanding by while his Father was at Play, 
and obſerving him to loſe a good deal of Money, 
burſt out in Tears; his Father atk'd the Reaſon why 
he wept, Oh, Sir, ſaid he, I have heard that Alexander 
the Great wept when he was told that his Father Philip 
had conquer'd a great many Towns, Cities and Countries, 
fearing he would leave him nothing to win; but { weep for 
fear you ſhould leave me nothing to loſe. F 


A drunken Fellow having made away with all his 
Goods, except his Feather-bed, was at length obliged 
to part with that too; for which being reproved by 
ſome Friends, Phoh / ſays he, I am very well, thank 
God, and why ſhou'd I keep my Bed. 


In a Cauſe tried at the King's Bench, a Witneſs 
was produced who had a very red Noſe, and one of 
the Cone, who had a good Stock of Aſſurance, 
being deſirous to put him out of Countenance, called 
out to him after he was ſworn, well, let's hear what 
you have to ſay with your Copper Noſe; My, Sir, 
ſaid he, by the Oath I have taken, I would not exchange 
my Copper-Noſe for your Brazen-Face. 
oy | k | 
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Two Engliſs Officers, after lodging a Night in a 
poor Hut, were endeavouring to get rid of ſome At- 
tendants that ſtuck pretty cloſe to them; one was 
taking off the floweſt of the two, when the other 


cried out, Z— ds, what are you doing? Let us fir/t ſecure 
the Dragoons; we can take the Foot at Leiſure, 


A droll Fellow who had a wooden Leg, being in 
Company with one who was ſomewhat ſoft and cre- 
dulous, the latter afk'd the former, how he came to 
have a wooden Leg? Hy, ſays the Fellow, my Fa- 
ther had one, and my Grandfather before him ; it runs in 
the Blood. | 


Rabelais one Day walking in the Streets of Paris, 
had preſſing Occaſion to go to a Neceſſary-Houſe; 
but not knowing any body in the Street where he 
was taken, a Thought came ſuddenly into his Head, 
in order to relieve his preſent Neceſſity, and at the 
ſame Time, to afford himſelf Matter of Merriment ; 
he went into an Upholſterer's Shop, juſt at Hand, 
and aſk'd him if he fold Cloſe-ſtools; the Man an- 
ſwer'd Yes, and immediately ſhewed him one : Have 
you none handſomer than this, ſays Rabelais, ſhew me 

Some covered genteely with Sms coloured Velvets. 
While the Shopkeeper went backwards to fetch 
them, Rabelais let down his Breeches, and made uſe 
of that which was firſt brought to him. The Up- 
holſterer returning with the others, and ſeeing him in 
ſuch a Poiture, called Sir, Sir, N hat are you about? 
Only trying it, anſwer'd Rabelais: Then putting up 
his * walked away, ſaying, They won't da 
for me, they are all too low. 


A Book was publiſhed in Queen Elzabeth's Time, 
which gave her great Offence; hereupon ſhe aſk'd 
Lord Bacon, it he could find no Treaſon in it? Ne, 
Madam, ſaid he, but abundance of Felony ; for the Au- 
thor bas ſtole half bis Cenceits out of Tacitus. 


King Charles II. coming through Shore-Ditch, from 
Neu-M4Zarket, obſerved a Wall lately made of Horns 
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there, which is common in that Road, and bid Lord 
Rocheſter, who was with him in the Coach, take No- 
tice of it. Ay, Sir, ſaid he, the Citizens bave been 
laying their Heads together to mend the Way againſt your 
Majeſty came by. | | 


A Scholar declaiming in a College-Hall, having a 
bad Memory, was at a Stand, and, in a low Voice, 
deſired one who ſtood cloſe by him to help him out; 
No, ſays the other, methinks you are out enough already. 


A great Lord, who tad run himſelf over Head and 
Ears in Debt, and ſeeming quite eaſy about the Mat- 


ter, was aſk'd one Day by a Friend, how he could 


ſleep-ſo well, when he was ſo much in Debt? For my 
Part, replied my Lord, I ſleep very well, but I wonder 
how my Creditors can] 


A Schoolmaſter aſk'd one of his Boys in a ſharp 


Winter-morning, what was Latin for Cold? the Boy 


heſitating a little, the Maſter ſaid, What, Sirrah, 
can't you tell? Yes, Sir, ſays the Boy, I have it at 
my Fingers Ends. 5 ä 


Mr. Pope, being at Dinner with a noble Duke, 
had his own Servant in Livery waiting upon him; 
the Duke aſk'd, Why he, that eat moſtly at other 
People's Tables, ſhould be ſuch a Fool as to keep a 
Fellow in Livery only to laugh at him? Tig true, 
anſwer'd the Poet, I keep but one to laugh at me, but 
your Grace has the Honour to keep a Dozen. | 


An impudent ridiculous Fellow, being laughed at 
by all that came into his Company, told ſome of his 
Acquaintance, that he had the happy Quality of 
laughing at all thoſe who laughed at him; then, ſaid 
one of them, you lead the merrigſt Life of any Man, 
in Chriſtendom. | 


A Lord, 2 erſuade one of his De- 
E to marry his caſt-off Miſtreſs, ſaid, tho' ſhe 
had been uſed a little, when ſhe had got a good erk 
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(40) | 
band, ſhe might turn 18 but, my Lord, replied the 


other, /he has been ſo much uſed, that I'm afraid ſbe is 
not worth turning. | 7983 


A Gentleman falling to Decay, and obliged to 
ſhift about where he could, among the. reſt, viſited 
an old Acquaintance, and ſtaid with him ſeven Days, 
in which Time the Man began to grow weary of 55 
Gueſt, and, to get rid of him, pretended to fall out 
with his Wife, by which Means their Fare was very 
ſlender; The Gentleman, aware of the Deſign, but 
not knowing where to mend his Quarters, told them, 
He had been there ſeven Days, and had not ſeen any Dif- 
ference between *em before ; and that he was reſolved to 


lay feven Weeks longer, but he world ſee them Friends 
again, | 


Ben, Fohnſon, being one Night at the Devil-Ta- 


vern, there was a Country Gentleman in the Com- 
pany, who interrupted all their Diſcourſe with an 
Account of his Lands and 'Tenements ; at laſt Ben, 
unable to bear with it any longer, ſaid, What ſigni- 
fies your Dirt and your Clods to us? where you have 
one Acre of Land, I have ten Acres of Wit. Have 
you ſo? reply'd the Countryman, good Mr. Miſeacre? 
This unexpected Repartee from the Clown ftruck 
Ben mute for ſome Time; why, how now Ben? 
ſays one of the Company, you ſeem to be quite 
ſtung ; Ny, I never was ſo prick'd by Hobnail before, 
reply'd he. 


A droll Fellow who got a Livelihood by fidling at 
Fairs and about the Country, was one Day met by 
an Acquaintance that had not feen him a great while, 
who accoſted him thus, Bleſs me] what are you alive] 


Ay not, anſwer'd the Fidler, did any ſend any Body 


to kill me? No replies the other, but I was tld you 
, was dead; Ay, fo it was reported it ſeems, ſays the Fid- 


ler, but I knew it was a Lie as ſoon as I heard it. 


In a Company of merry Companions over a chear- 
ful Bowl, when different Toaſts were going round, a 
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Gentleman whoſe Name was Brown, toaſted an ab- 
ſent Lady, which he had done for many Years tho' 
he never had the Courage to ſpeak to her, upon which 
one who ſat next him, ſaid, I believe, Sir, you have 
toaſted that Lady theſe ſeven Years at leaſt, and tis ſur- 
prizing ſhe's not Brown yet. : 


A young Fellow being told his Miſtreſs was mar- 
ried, and the better to convince him of it, the Gen- 
tleman added, that he had ſeen the Bride and Bride- 
groom; Prithee, ſaid the forſaken Swain, do not cal 
them by thoſe Names, I can't bear to hear em. Shall 
] call them Dog and Cat, anſwer'd the other? Oh / 
no, for Heaw'ns jake, replied the firſt, that ſounds ten 
Times more like Man and Wife than tother | 


The Rev. Mr. //—-1, the famous Aſtronomer, 
made a Calculation, that the World would be at an 
End in Eighteen Years ; and, ſometime after, being 
about to diſpoſe of a little Eſtate, he aſł'd the Buyec, 


thirty Years Purchaſe; upon which, in great Sur- 


priſe, the Gentleman demanded, With what Face he 
could af ſo much, when he well knew the World would 
be at an End in little more than half that Time, 


Dr. South, viſiting a Gentleman one Morning, 
was aſk'd to ſtay Dinner, which he accepting of, the 
Gentleman ſtept into the next Room and told his 


Wife, and deſired ſhe'd provide ſomething extraor- 
_ dinary. Hereupon ſhe began to murmur and ſcold, 


and made a Thouſand Words; till at length, her 
Huſband, provok'd at her Behaviour, proteſted, that, 
if it was not for the Stranger in the next Room, he 
would kick her out of Doors. Upon which the 
Doctor, who heard all that paſſed, immediately ſtept 
out, crying, I beg, Sir, you'll make no Stranger of me. 


A Lawyer and Phyſician, having a Diſpute about 
Precedence, refer'd it to Diogenes, who gave it in 
favour of the Lawyer in theſe Terms ; Let the Thief 
go before, and the Executianer follow, 1 

IO 


( 42) 

Two Fellows meeting, one aſk'd the other, why 
he look'd fo ſad? I have good Reaſon for it, anſwer'd 
the other, poor Fack ſuch a one, the greateſt Croney 
and beſt Friend J had in the World, was hang'd but 
two Days ago. What had he done, ſays the firſt? 
Alas! replied the other, he did no more than you or 
1 ſhould have done on the like Occaſion; he found a 
Bridle on the Road, and took it up; What! ſays 
the other, hang a Man for taking up a Bridle? That's 
hard, indeed! To tell the Truth of the Matter, ſays the 
other, there was a Horſe tied to the other End of it. 


Some Repartees, tho' ſtrictly ſpeaking, ought not 
to be brought under the Head of Jeſts, yet, for the 
| Readineſs of Thought, are ſomewhat better. Of 
this Sort, was the Anſwer made by Robert Sutton, to 
the late King of Pruſſia, on his aſking him at a Re- 
view of his tall Grenadiers, if he cou'd ſay an equal 
Number of Engliſbmen cou'd beat em? No, Sir, an- 
ſwer'd Sir Robert, 1 won't pretend to ſay that, but I be- 
lieve half the Number wou'd try. 


A Gentleman arreſted for a large Sum, ſent to an 
Acquaintance, who had often profeſs'd great Friend- 
ſhip to him, to beg he wou'd be his Bail; the other 
told him, he had promis'd never to be Bail for any 
Man, but with much Kindneſs ſaid, Il tell you what 
you may do, you may get ſomebody elſe if you can. 


Mr. Amner, going through a Street in Vindſor, 
two Boys look'd out of x one Pair of Stairs Window, 
and cry'd, There goes Mr. Amner, that makes ſo 
many Bulls! He hearing them, look'd back, ſaying, 
You Raſcals, I know you well enough; if I had you here, 
d thraw you down Stairs. - 


A Gentleman intending to build a Houſe, deſired 
the Judgment of his Workmen as to the Colt; they 
aſſured him, it wou'd not exceed two Hundred 
Pounds — That Sum wou'd be the Ouzfide; and truly 
fo the Gentleman found it, for he had all the Iuſide 

of his Houſe to finiſh, after the 200 was 1 
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The Earl of C-—4, notwithſtanding his great good 


Nature, was, at a certain Time, oblig'd to lay his 


Cane over the Shoulders of Sir Harry ******, who 


took it very patiently ; ſome Time after, Sir Harry 
himſelf can'd a Fellow, who was a great Coward ; 


upon which, my Lord meeting him next Day, told 
him he was glad to hear he behav'd ſo gallantly Yeſ- 
terday. Ay, my Lord, ſaid he, you and I know who 
ze beat. 


A young Man, who was a very great Talker, 
making a Bargain with {fecrates, to be taught by him; 


Jjocrates aſk'd double the Sum his other Pupils paid, 


and the Reaſon is, ſaid he, I muſt be oblig d to teach thee 
two Sciences; one to ſpeak, and the joy to bald thy 
Tongue, | | 


Two Gentlemen, one nam'd Chambers, the other 
Garret, riding by Tyburn together; ſays the Firſt, 
This is a very pretty Tenement, if it had but a Garret. 
I Fool! ſays Garret, don't you know there muſt be 
Chambers firſt © | 


Tom Clark of St. John's, deſired a Fellow of the 
ſame College, to lend him Biſhop Burnet's Hiftory of 
the DR the other told him, he cou'd not 
poſſibſy ſpare it out of his Chamber, but if he pleas'd 
he might come there and read it all Day long. Some 
Time after, the ſame Gentleman ſends to Tom, to 
borrow his Bellows; Tom ſent him Word, he cou'd 
not puſibly ſpare them out of his Chamber, but he night 
come there and blow all Day long if he wou'd. 


Two Gentlemen, the one nam'd H/odcockt, the 
other Fuller, walking together, happen'd to fee an 
Owl; ſays the laſt, That Bird is very hike a Wood- 
cock. You are wrong, ſays the firſt, for it is Fuller in 
the Head, Fuller in » Eyes, and Fuller all over, 


A Dutcheſs, in a late Reign, hearing that a Man 
in a high Poſt, where he had the Opportunity of fin- 
gering a great deal of Money, had married his kept 

| 1 Miſtreſs: 


04 
Miſtreſs: Dear me, ſaid ſhe, that Fellow is always 
robbing the Publick. | e 


A Gentleman having Occaſion to buy a Horſe, and 
being no Judge in Horſe-Fleſh, went to a Dealer 
whom he knew, and told him he wanted to buy a 
good Horſe, but as he was ignorant how to make a 
proper Choice, would leave it to him; that he ex- 


pected he (the Dealer) would put a good one into 
his Hands without a ſingle Fault, and that the Gen- 


tleman would not beat him down as to Price; a Bar- 
=_ was made, the Jockey declaring, that to his 
Knowledge, the Horſe had not one Fault; and the 
Money was paid down. But Jockies will be Rogues; 
in a Nay or two the Gentleman diſcovered, that, 
notwithſtanding the Eyes of his Horſe to all Appear- 
ance were good, he was in Effect as blind as a Stone; 
upon this, the Gentleman demanded the Return of 
his Money, which the Jockey had the Impudence to 
evade, by ſaying, I told you the Beaſt had no Fault, and 
1 fewear to you now that I do not know of one; as to his 
being bind, I confeſs he is ſo, but that's a Misfortune, 
not a Fault, 


A Man having been at very high Words with his 
W ife, ſaid in a Paſſion, he would never bed with her 
again; but not being poſſeſs'd of two Beds, he fix'd 
a Board in the Middle of that one they had, to make 
a Separation; in this State they continued ſome Time, 
*till one Night as both lay awake, wiſhing for a Re- 
conciliation, but neither caring to make the firſt Ad- 
vances, the Huſband chanced to ſneeze ; upon which 
his Wife kindly ſaid, Heavens bleſs you, my Dear. 
Do you ſpeak that from your Heart? ſays the Man 
Indeed I do, anſwered ſhe : Vell then, ſays he, away 
the Board. POE. That 


The Lord ****#*#* when Mrs. Rogers the Actreſs 
was young and handſome, uſed to dangle after her ; 
and one Night being behind the Scenes, ſtanding 


with his Arms folded in the Poſture of a deſponding 


Lover, 
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Lover, aſk'd her with a Sigh, what was a Cure for 
Love? Your Lordſhip, ſaid ſhe, is the beſt in the World. . 


A late ah, being deſcended from a very mean 

Family, on his Advancement to the Holy See, be- 
ſtowed. great Preferments on his beggarly Relations. 
Hereupon Paſquin the next Feſtival, very early in the 
Morning, was obſerved to have an exceeding dirty 
Shirt on, with a Scroll of Paper in his Hand; wherein 
was written, How-now, Paſquin, what ! ſe dirty on a 
1 and under that his Anſwer, Alas ! I have 


no clean Linen, my WWaſherwoman is made a Princeſs. 


It was ſaid of one, who remembered every Thing 
he lent, and nothing he borrowed, That he had lt 
half bis Memory. LE, | 


A knaviſh Attorney aſking a very honeſt Gentle- 
man, what was Honeſty? He anſwer'd, hat is that 
to you © medale with thoſe Things which concern you. 

Not many Years ago, a temporal Peer, in a very 
pathetic and elegant Speech, expoſed the V ices. and 
Irregularities of the Clergy, and vindicated the Gen- 
tlemen of the Army, from ſome Imputations unjuſtly 
thrown upon them: A certain Prelate, irritated at 
the Nature, as well as at the Length of his Speech, 
deſired to know when that noble Lord wou'd leave 


off 77 The other anſwered, The very Day 


| his ajeſly makes me a Biſhop. 


A decayed Gentleman came to one, who had been 
his Servant, to borrow Money, and received the fol- 
lowing Anſwer; Lord, Sir, what do you trouble me 

Ir ? I have no Money to lend. I'm ſure you he, ſays. 
the Gentleman, for if you was not rich, you durſt not 
be ſo ſaucy. | „ „„ 


A Nobleman who had an exceeding good Lady to 
his Wife, but being himſelf too fond of the Faſhions 
of the Age, choſe to lye with her waiting Woman; 


2 Brother Peer obſerv'd, that Lord Harry was a queer 


Sort 


to diſturb the 


(46) 5 
Fort of a Mortal, for e he had a lovely Lady to 


his Wife, he choſe generally to lye on a Dreſſer. 

A Gentleman diſputing about Religion in Button's 
Coffee-Houſe, ſome of the Company ſaid, you talk of 
Religion | I'll hold you five Guineas, you can't re- 
peat the Lord's _ ; Sir Richard Steele here ſhall 
hold Stakes. The Money bei T 
tleman began, I believe in G—d, and ſo went through 


his Greed. Mell] ſaid the other, I own Pue bot; but 


did not think you cou'd have done it. | 


When Mrs. ⁊ã ⁰ ðòv. . firſt acted Sir Hurry Mildair 


at Drury- lane Playhouſe, coming off the Stage into 


the Green Room, I believe, ſaid ſhe, one Half of the 
Houſe take me really for a Man. T 


the contrary. 


One meeting an old Acquaintance, whom the 


World had a little frown'd upon, aſk'd where he 
lived? I don't know, ſaid he, where I live; but [ 


ſiurve dnwn towards Wapping and that Fay. 


A Merchant-Ship being ſeverely toſs'd in a Storm, 


and all the Crew defpairing of Safety, betook them- 


ſelves to Prayers, except one Mariner, who was all 
the while wiſhing to ſee two Stars; Oh! ſaid he, 
that I cou'd but ſee two Stars, or but one of them. 
He made ſo frequent Repetition of theſe Words, as 
editation of the reſt; at length, one 
of the Crew aſk'd him, what two Stars, or what one 
Star he meant? To whom he replied, Oh! that 7 
con ſee the Star in Cheapſide, or that in Coleman- 
ſtreet, I care not which, 


A poor Fellow, going to Execution, had a Re- 
prieve come juſt as he got to the Gallows, and was 


taken back by the Sheriff's Officer; who told him 


he was a happy Fellow, and aſk'd if he knew nothing 


of the Reprieve before? No, replied the Fellow, / 


thought ne mare of it, than I did of my dying Day. 


WO 


depoſited, the Gen- 


| o which Mrs 
Clive replied, But the other Half, Madam, know to 
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Two Men having a Diſpute together about Works 
of Fortification, one ſaid to the other, For all your 
pretended Knowledge, I'll lay you a Shilling you don't know 
what makes a Fortification. Done, ſays the other, who 
was a droll Fellow, I inſiſt on't, that twa Twentyfi- 
cations make a Fortification. 


Some Ladies walking in the Meadows, a few Miles 
from Paris, they met a Shepherd with a young Kid 
in his Arms, one of them ſtrok'd and admired it, and 
aſk'd the Reaſon it had no Horns; the Shepherd vex'd 
at being detained, anſwer'd, Becauſe he is not married: 


During the Time of General Belleiſſe's Confine- 


ment in Mindſor Caſtle, as a Party of Soldiers were 


marching there to be ſet as Guards over him, a Gen- 
tleman meeting them on the Road, afk'd where they 
were going, and upon what Buſineſs ? when one of 
the Officers, fond of punning, replied, We are going 
20 Windſor, 10 keep a General faſt. e 


A young Lady being ſick, a Phyſician was ſent for, 
to feel her Pulſe; ſhe very coy, and loath to let him 
touch her naked Skin, pull'd her Smock-ſleeve over 
her Hand; which the Doctor obſerving, took the Cor- 
ner of his Coat and laid it over her Smock-fleeve; at 


which, a Lady there preſent being ſurpriz'd, Oh / 


Madam, ſaid he, a Linen Pulſe mull always have 4 
Woolen Phyſician. MER! 33 
A proud Parſon and his Man, riding over a Com- 
mon, ſaw a Shepherd tending his Flock, in a new 
Coat; the Parſon aſk'd him in a haughty Tone, who 
gave him that Coat? The fame People, ſaid the Shep- 
herd, that cloath you, the Pariſh. The Parſon net- 
tled a little, rode on murmuring a pretty Way, and 


. ſent his Man back to atk the Shepherd, if he wou'd 


come and live with him? for he wanted a Fool. The 
Man went to the Shepherd accordingly, and deli- 
ver'd his Maſter's Meſſage, concluding thereby, that 


| his Maſter really wanted a Focl. i, are you going 


away then! ſaid the Shepherd. No, - antwer'd the 
| other 
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; you may tell your Maſter, replied the 
Shepherd, his Living won't maintain three of us. 


dther. Then you may 


Some Gentlemen in Company, diſcourſing on the 
various extraordinary Echos to be met with in dif- 
ferent Parts of England, one of them ſaid, he knew 


a very ſurprizing one, where he heard to the Words, 


How dee do, the Echo of Pretty well, J thank *yee.” 


A Country Bumpkin, coming to London, was very 
much taken with the Sight of a Chair, or Sedan; 
and bargain'd with the Chairmen to carry him to the 


Place he nam'd. The Chairmen, obſerving the Cu- 


rioſity of the Clown to be unſuitable to the Meanneſs 
of his Dreſs, privately took out the Bottom of the 
Chair, .and then put him into it ; ſo that, when they 
took it up, his Feet were upon the Ground ; and as 
the Chairmen advanc'd, ſo did he: To add to their 
Diverſion, if they ſaw ary Place dirtier than ordi- 
nary, they choſe to go through it. The Country- 
man, believing that others uſed to be carried, or dri- 
ven in the fame Manner, when he came to his Lodg- 
ings, paid them their Fare. Returning into the 
Country, he told them what rare Things he had ſeen 
in London, and amongſt the. reſt, that he had been 
carried in a Sedan. A Sedan! ſays one, what is 
that? hy, replied he, Ie our MWatch-houſe, only it 
is cover d with Leather; but where it not for the Name 
of riding in a Sedan, one might een as well walk o Foot, 


A young Fellow, who fancied himſelf poſſeſs'd of 
Talents ſufficient to cut a Figure on the Stage, of- 
fer'd himſelf to Mr. Rich; who, according to Cuſ- 
tom, was to ſpeak before Mr. Quin: Juſt as he be- 


gan to rant forth a Tragedy Speech, a Dog that was 


running about the Stage, at the fame Time ſet up a 
terrible Howl: Upon which, Quin atk'd whoſe Dog 
that was, and being inform'd, he cried out, He's a 
Dog. of Judgment, by Fove,:—and walked off without 
ſtaying to hear the Speech out. | 
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On a Benefit Night at the Playhouſe, many parti- 
7 cular Friends of the Actor were let in at a private 
Door, before the great Doors were open, which, 
: when diſcover'd, a Gentleman cried out in a Paſſion, 
* *Twas a Shame they ſhou'd fill the Houſe full of People 
before any Body came. | 


Two Citizens diſputing which of them was the 
beſt Scholar, one told the other, he wou'd lay him a 
Wager he did not know what was Latin for a Gooſe. 
p not, anſwered the other, but if my Son 


was here, he wou'd 2 you an immediate Anſer. 
(Anſer is Latin for a Gooſe.) 


Two Gentlemen ſtanding together; as a young 


ö Lady paſs'd them, one of em ſaid, There goes the 


handſomeſt Woman J ever ſaw. She hearing, turn'd 
back, and obſerving him to be very ugly, anſwer'd, 
I wiſh, Sir, I cou'd in Return ſay as . of you. 82 
you may, Madam, ſays he, and tell a he as I did. 


A certain Couple, going to Dunmow in Eſſex, to 
demand the Flitch of Bacon, which is to be given 
to every married Couple, who can ſwear they have 
had no 1 nor once repented their Bargain, in 
a Year and a Day; the Steward, ready to deliver it, 
aſk'd where they wou'd put it? The Huſband pro- 
duc'd a Bag, and told him, in that: That, ſays the 
Steward, is not half big enough: $9 I told my Wife, 
anſwer'd the good Man, and 1 believe we have had a 
hundred Words about it. Ay, ſaid the Steward, but 
they were not ſuch as will butter any Cabbage to be eat 
with this Bacon; and ſo hangs the Flitch up again, 


A Scotch Bagpiper travelling into Jreland, opened 
his Wallet by a Wood-kde, and fat down to Dinner; 
he had no ſooner ſaid Grace, than three Wolves 
came about him. To one he threw Bread, to ano- 
ther Meat, till his Proviſion was all gone; at length, 
he took up his Bagpipes, and began to phy; at 
which the Wolves ran away. The Deel faw me, ſaid 
| | t DD 4) Sawney⸗ 
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Sawney, an I had kenn'd you ldd Magic fo, ye fhou'd 


have had it before Dinner. 


A Fellow del the Drums beat up for Volun- 
teers for France, in the Expedition againſt the Dutch, 
imagin'd himſelf valiant enough, and thereupon lifted. 
When be return'd, his Friends aſk'd what Exploits 
he did there? He anſwer'd, that he cut off one of the 
Enemy's Legs; and being told, it had been more ho- 
nourable and manly to have cut off his Head, Oh7 
ſays he, you muſt know his Head was cut off before. 


An Italian having wrote a Book upon the making 
bf Gold, dedicated it to Pope Leo N. in hopes a 
confiderable Reward; his Holineſs, finding the Man 
continually following him, gave to him a large empty 
Purſe, ſaying, Sir, ſince you know the Art of making 
Gold, you can have no — of any Thing but a Purſe to 
put it in. 

A Fellow ſtanding in the Pillory near Temple-Bar, 
occaſion'd a great Stop, ſo that a Carman with a Load 
of Cheeſe, had much ado to get along; and driving 
juſt up to the Pillory, aſk'd what was wrote over the 
Criminals Head? They told him, it was a Paper to 
ſignify his Crime, and that he ſtood there for Forgery. 
Ah! continued he, and what is Forgery? They an- 
ſwer' d, that Forgery was counterfeiting another's 
Hand, with intent to cheat People. Lo which the 
Carman replied, looking up at the Offender; Oh / 
Pox on ye, this comes of your Writing and Reading, you 


filly Dog ! 


The Rev. Mr. H——waiting one Day at Sir 


Robert's Levee, was aik'd by the Knight, what 


brought him there? The Orator replied, I hear you 
want a good Pen. No, ſays Sir Robert, {don't Then, 
ſaid the Orator, I have a bad one, which perhaps, 
you mayn't like. Tf very bad, ſays the other, I muſt 
get one of the Secretaries of State to mend it. 


A Biſhop, going in great haſte to Rome to be Car- 
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inaliz?d, miſs'd the Promotion ; and in his Return, 
got a violent Cold on the Way. It is no Wonder, ſaid 


one that was told of it, ſince he came ſo far without his 
Hat. 


A Gentleman ſeeing another, ſitting in a Neceſſary- 


Houſe, with a Book in his Hand, reading very atten- 


tively ; {aid he was dre his Memory was ſo bad that 
he could not ſh—te without Book, 


A Gentleman having made an Entertainment for 
{ome Friends, one of the Servants carrying a Neat's 


| Tongue up ſtairs to the Dining-room, ſtumbled, 


and the Tongue flipt out of the Diſh ; the Maſter 
hearing the Clatter, went to the Stair-Head to know 
the Cauſe, which being inform'd of, was ſomewhat 
angry; but the Fellow beg'd Pardon; and ſaid, he 
hop'd he ſhou'd be excus'd, as it was only a Lapſus 
Lingue, (a flip of the Tongue;) which facetious 
Turn ſo pleaſed the Gentleman and his Company, 
that his Wit was rewarded by the Gift of a Shilling 
a-piece from all preſent. Another waiting at Table 
at the ſame Time, and ſeeing the Reward confer'd on 
his Fellow Servant, remembring the Words, was de- 
termin'd to try his Luck ; and accordingly being ſent 
up with a Surloin of Beef, ſtumbled on purpoſe, and 
the Joint fell out of the Diſh ; which greatly provok- 
ing the Gentleman, when the ignorant Blockhead 


| ſaid it was only a Lapſus Linguæ; for which Imper- 


tinence, he got a hearty Drubbing, and was kick'd 
down Stairs. 


A young Man married a very ill-temper'd Wo- 
man, to whom, notwithſtanding her Perverſeneſs, 
he behav'd well, and was very kind; ſhe, however, 
not contented, made continual Complaints to her 
Father, to the great Grief of both Families. The 
Huſband, no longer able to endure this ſeurvy Hu- 
mour, bang'd her heartily; hereupon ſhe renews her 
Complaints to the old Man, who being now better 
acquainted with her ill Humours took her to Taſk, 
and laced her Sides ay too; ſaying, Go, commend 
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te to your Huſband, and tell him, I am now even with 


him ; for 1 have cudgell'd his Wife, as he has beaten my 
Daughter. 


An Triſh Fellow, vaunting of his Birth and Fa- 
mily, affirm'd, that when he came firſt to England, 
he cut ſuch a Figure, as the Bells were rung through 
every Town he paſs'd to London; Ah! ſays a Gen- 
tleman in Company, I ſuppoſe that was, becauſe you 
Tame up in a Waggon with a Bell-team, 


Fond Wives, ſaid one, do by their Huſbands, as 
Barren Wives do by their Lap-dogs; cram them with 
Swweet-meats, till they cloy their Stomachs. 


Two Country Attornies, overtaking a Waggoner 
on the Road, and thinking to crack a Joke on him, 
aſk'd why his Fore-horſe was ſo Fat, and the reſt fo 
Lean; the Waggoner, knowing them to be Limbs 
of the Law, anſwer' d, That his Fore-horſe was a Law- 
yer, and the reſt were his Clients. 


A certain great Man, who had been a furious Par- 
tyman, and molt ſurprizingly changing Sides for the 
fake of a Coronet, was ſoon after at Cards with La- 
dy **** and complain'd in the midſt of a Game, that 
he had a great Pain in his Side. I thought your 
Lordſhip had ns Side, ſaid ſhe. Ves, anſwer'd my 
Lord, I have, and a 5 too. Have you fo, re- 
plied my Lady, every Body knows your Wife has one. 


A Countryman enquiring the Way to Newgate, an 
arch Fellow, who heard him, ſaid, he'd ſhew him 
the Way preſently. Do but go croſs the Kennel, ſaid 
he, to yon Goldſmith's Shop, and move off with one of 
thoſe fikuer Tankards, and it will bring you thither pre- 


ſently. 


Dr. Swift, greatly admired the Talents of the lats 
Duke of //harton, (as the Duke did his) who one 
Day dining with the Dean, and recounting ſeveral 


wild Pranks, You have had your Frolicks, my Lord, 1 2 
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the Dean, and now, my Lord, let me recommend one 
* more to you; take a Froalick to be virtuous; and take my 
Mord for it, that one, will do you more Honour than all 
the other Prolicks of your whole Life. | 


Two Oxford Scholars meeting on the Road with a 
ler, fell to bantering him, and one of 
prove him to be a 
Well, ſaid the other, and I can 
A Mule! cry'd 
one of them, how the Deel can that be? Becauſe, 


” the other, it is ſomething between a Horſe and an 
1 | | 


One. loſing a Bag of Money about ol. between 
Temple-gate and Temple-bar, fix'd up a Paper, offer- 
ing 10/, Reward to thoſe who took it up, and wou'd 
return it. Hereupon the Perſon who found it, wrote 
underneath, Sir, I thank you, but you really bid me to 
my Loſs. 


Some unlucky Maſiminſten Scholars, under Dr. 


Buſby, beſmear'd the Stairs leading to School with 
| ſomething that ſhall be nameleſs: The Doctor, as 


was deſign'd, foul'd his Fingers very much with it; 
which ſo enrag'd him, that he cried out, he wou'd 
give any Boy Ralf a Crown, to diſcover who had a 
Hand in it. An arch Boy immediately told him, for 
that Reward he wou'd let him know who had a Hand 
in it. Well, ſaid the Doctor, I'll certainly give you 
the half Crown, if you tell me the Truth. y, 
then Sir, anſwer'd the Boy, you had a Hand in it, look 


at your Fingers elſe, © 


An honeſt French Dragoon, in the Service of Lewis 
XIV. having caught a Fellow in Bed with his Wife, 
after ſome Words, told him, he wou'd let him eſcape 
this Time; but, if ever he found him there again, 
he wou'd throw his Hat out at the Window. Not- 
withſtanding this terrible Threat, in a few Days, he 
caught the Spark in the ſame Place, and was as good 
as his Word: Senſible of what he had done, he 1 * 
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ted away to the Place, where he knew the King was 
to be; and throwing himſelf at his Majeſty's Feet, 
implor'd his Pardon. The King aſk'd what his Of- 
tence was? He told him he had been abus'd. Well, 
well, ſaid the King, laughing, I very readily forgive 
you, conſidering your Provocation ; I think you was 
much in the Right to throw his Hat out at the Win- 
dow. Yes, and it pleaſe you, my Liege, but his 
Head was in it, ſaid the Dragoon. as it, replied 


the King? Well, my Word is paſs'd. 


A Gaſcoon Officer, who had ſerv'd under Henry IV. 
King of France, not having receiv'd any Pay for a 
conſiderable Time; came to the King, and confi- 
dently ſaid to him, Sir, three Words with your Ma- 
zeſty, Money, or Diſcharge. Four with you, anſwer'd 
his Majeſty, Neither one nor tother, 


An Triſhman, having been olbig'd to live with his 
Maſter ſome Time in Scotland, when he came back, 
ſome of Eis Companions aſk'd how he lik'd Scotland, 
{ will tell you now, ſaid he, I was fich, all de while I 
was dare; and if I had liv'd there till this Time, I had 


been dead a Year ago, 


A certain Muſician, who had a very bad Voice, 
as he was ſinging one Day, took Notice of a Gen- 
tlewoman, that fell a crying; when imagining that 
the Sweetneſs of his Melody awaked ſome Paſſion in 
her Breaſt, he began to ſing louder, and ſhe to weep 
more bitterly. He had no ſooner ended his Song, 
but going to the Lady, he afked her why ſhe cried ? 
Oh! ſaid the, I am the unfortunate Woman, whoſe 
Aſs the Wolves devoured Yeſterday, and no ſooner 


did J hear you ſing, but I 3 of my poor Aſs, 


fer ſurely never were Voices fo much alike, 


APerſon of Quality, coming into a Church, where 
many of his Anceſtors lay buricd ; after he had ſpoke 
much in their Commendation, and praiſed them for 
worthy Men, Well, ſaid he, Im reſolved, if 1 live till 
1 die, to be buried as near them as poſſible. 
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A Flemiſh Tyler in Flanders, accidentally fell from 
the Top of a Houſe upon a Spaniard, and kill'd him; 
though he eſcaped himſelf. The next of Blood pro- 
ſecuted his Death with _ Violence againſt the 
Tyler, and when offered pecuniary Recompence, 
nothing would ſerve him but Lex Talionis. Here- 
upon the Judge ſaid to him, if he did inſiſt upon that 
Sentence, he ſhould go up to the Top of the fame Houſe, 
and fall down from thence upon the Tyler, 


A Gentleman telling a Lady, that a certain Apo- 
thecary of her Acquaintance, wasebroke and oblig'd 
to ſhut up ſhop; ſhe enquired the Cauſe ; to which 
the Gentleman replied, he was ſo honeſt a Man, that 
inſtead of loading his Patients with Medicines, at 
was too common a Practice, he adviſed them to take 
the wholeſome Air, and of Courſe loſt the Profit 
ariſing from the Sale of his Drugs. Poor Man! ſays 
ſhe, it is plain he could not live by the Air, tho? his 
Patients could, | 


D. Swift, who was famous for his Wit and Satire, 


happening to be in Company with a vain young Man, 


who priding himſelf in faying pert Things to the 
Dean; and at laſt getting up with ſome conceited 
Jeſticulations, cried out, You muſt know, Mr. Dean, 
that I fit up for a Wit. Do you ſo, ſays the Dean, 
then take my Advice, and fit dawn again. 


A Biſhop of Servia, in Italy, came in violent Haſte 
to the Pope, and told him it was currently reported, 
his Holineſs had done him the Honour of makin 
him Governor of Rome. How ! ſaid the Pope; don 1 
you know Fame ſpreads many falſe Reports? and I dare 
ſay, you'll find this one of *em. | 


In the Year 1629, Ben Johnſon fell ſick, and was. 


then poor, and lodg'd in an obſcure Alley; his Ma- 


jeſty Charles I. was ſupplicated in his Favour, who 
ſent him ten Guineas. When the Meſſenger deli- 
vered the Sum, Ben took it in his Hand, and ſaid, 
His Majeſty has ſent me 5 Guineas, becauſe I am poor 
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and live in an Alley, go and tell him, That his. Soul 
lives in an Alley. | 


Two very honeſt Gentlemen, who dealt in Brooms, 
meeting one Day in the Street; one aſk'd the other, 
how he cou'd ao to underſell him every where, as 
he did, when he ſtole the Stuff, and made the Brooms, 
himſelf? y, you filly Dog, anſwer'd the other, 7 
Steal my Brooms ready made, 


One being at his Wife's Funeral, and the Bearers 
going haſtily along, call'd out to them, Don't go ſo 
Fat, what need we make a Toll of a Pleaſure? | 


An ingenious young Gentleman, of Oxford, was 
appointed to preach at St. Mary's, before the Vice- 
chancellor and the Heads of the Univerſity. Hav- 
ing often obſerved the Drowſineſs of the Vice-chan- 
cellor, he took for his Text, What! cannot ye watch 
one Hour ? And at the End of every Diviſion, he re- 
peated taoſe, Words, which by 3 the Vice- 
chancellor ſat near the Pulpit, often awak'd him. 
This was highly applauded by 
length became the Talk of all the Univerſity, and 
nettled the Vice- chancellor to ſuch a Degree, that 


he complain'd of it to the Archbiſhop of Canterbury; 


who, willing to redreſs him, ſent for the Preacher up 
to London, to make his Defence againſt the Crime 
laid to his Charge. On his Examination, he gave ſo 
many Inſtances of his extraordinary Wit, that the 
Archbiſhop enjoined him to preach before King 
James; to which, after ſome Excuſes, he agreed. 
Coming up into the Pulpit, he eee the 
firſt, and fixth, Waver not; meaning the Firſt King 
of England, and Sixth of Scotland. The King at 
firſt ſeem'd amaz'd at the 'Text, but in the End, was 


well pleas'd with the Sermon ; and made him one of 


his Chaplains in Ordinary. After his Advancement, 
the Archbiſhop ſent him back to Oxford, to make his 
Recantation to the Vice- chancellor, and take Leave 
of the Univerſity, which he did accordingly, and took 
the latter Part of the Verſe of his former Text; name- 
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ly, Sleep on now, and take your Reſt. In the Conclu- 
705 of his Sermon, he made his Apology to the Vice- 
chancellor, ſaying, I Percas I ſaid before, which gave 
Offence, What ! can't you watch one Hour? I now 
ſay, Sleep on and take your Reſt; and ſo left the Uni- 
verſity. | | 


A certain Captain, who had made a greater Figure 
than his Income wou'd bear, and his Regiment not 
being paid as they expected, was forc'd to lay down 


: Part of his Equipage. A few Days after, walking 


by the Road-ſide, he ſaw one of his Soldiers W 
himſelf under a Hedge: What are you doing there, ſai 

the Captain? hy Faith, Sir, anſwer'd the Soldier, 
Lam following your Example ; getting rid of Part of my 


Retinue, 


When 2-—4# lodg'd in the Country, he turn'd his 
Horſe to Graſs and loſt him; making an Enquiry af- 


ter him, he aſk'd a Country Fellow if they had any 


Thieves among them, for his Horſe was ftolen ? No, 
ſays the Clown, we be all honeſt Folks here, but they ſay 
there is one Q—n, I think they callchim, a /tralung 
Player from London, mayhap he may a'/tol'n him. 


Two Women chattering together, ſays one, my 


Daughter has not laid her Eyes together theſe four 
Nights. You Fool, ſays the other, How ſbou'd ſbe, 


| when her Noſe ſtands between & 


A plain Country Fellow, born in Efex, coming to 
London, where he had never been before; going along 
a Street, not far from Mari-lane, ſaw a Rope hang- 
ing at a Merchant's Door, with a Handle to it; and 
wondering what it meant, took it in his Hand, and 
played with it to and fro. At length pulling hard, 


the Bell rung, and the Merchant, happening to be 


near the Door, opened it himſelf, demanding what 
the Fellow wanted? Nothing Sir, ſays he, I did but 
pIay with this pretty Thing, which hangs at your 
Door. What Countryman are you? ſays the Mer- 
chant, An E/ex Man, 176 pleaſe you, replies the 
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. 
other. I thought ſo, ſays the Merchant, having been 
often told, if a Man beat a Buſh in Ex, there pre- 
ſently comes out a Calf. It may be ſo, ſays the Coun- 
tryman; and I think a Man can no ſooner ring a Bell in 
London, but out pops a Cuckold. 


A Gentleman, in King Charles the Second's Time, 
who had paid a tedious Attendance at Court, in ſol- 
liciting a Place, and after a thouſand Promiſes, ſeem'd 
as far off as ever; at laſt, reſolved to ſee the King 
himſelf, When introduc'd, he told his Majeſty what 
Pretenſions he had to his Favour, and boldly aſk'd for 
the Place, juſt then vacant? the King hearing his 
Story, told him, the Place was juſt given away. 
Upon this, the Gentleman, making very low Obei- 
fance to the King, thank'd him many Times over. 
The King, obſerving how thankful he was, call'd 
him again, and alk d the Reaſon, why he thank'd 
him in ſo extraordinary a Manner, when he had de- 
nied his Suit? The rather, and pleaſe your Majeſty, re- 
plied the Gentleman; your Courtiers have kept me here 
theſe two Years, and gave me a thouſand Put- ots, but 
your Majeſty has Cs all that Trouble, and generou 
28 me my Anfuer at once. Gods Fiſh, Man, ſays the 


ing, thou ſhalt have the Place for thy downright Ho- 
ne/ty. OT 


One telling another, he had once ſo excellent a 
Gun, that it went off immediately at Thieves com- 
ing into the Houſe, although it was not charg'd. 
How the Devil can that be? ſays the other; becauſe, 
faid he, the Thieves carried it off; and what was worſe, 
before I had Time to charge them with it. 


A Scots Member of great Wit and Humour, com- 


ing one Morning to the Duke of Argyle, at the Time 


of the great Oppoſition between him and Sir Robert; 
told his Grace, that he had ſome very bad News ta 
acquaint him with. What's the Matter ? quoth the 
Duke. Be me Treth, quoth he, what I have to tell ye, 
is very bawd on oor Seed. Prithee, quoth the Duke, 
don't keep me in Suſpence; what is it? Does your 
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Doctor, you have earned a great deal of 
little Time. Yes, yes, Sir ſays Jobn, throwing his 


tw] 


Grace ken that Wallie is bout over? That's impoſſible, 


ſays the Duke, for a ſtauncher Man does not live, 
than honeſt Wallie; but why d'ye think ſo? hy, 
and pleaſe your Grace, I ſaw f other Morn, a three Pound 
twelve in his Hand; and Pm ſure Wallle n&er brout 
that out of his own Country. 55 


A Gentleman, not ſo remarkable for his Qecono- 
my, as his Wit and Humour, was one Day rallying 


the late Peter Walters on his Avarice. For my Part, 


quoth the Gentleman, I don't know any Difference 
between a Shilling and Sixpence, for when one 18 
changed, 'tis gone, and ſo is the other. Ah, ſays 
Peter, my old Friend, you may nt know the Difference 
between a Shilling and a Sixpence now; but beheve me, 
you will, when you come to be worth but Eighteen Pence. 


Peter, one Day being a little ſevere on a Gentle- 
man, who didn't want Wit, was afk'd by him, how 
the D-—I he came to be ſo witty, and where he got 
it all? Ty, ſays Peter, I am ſure Nature never gave 
me any; but you muſt know, I have lately bought a good 
many Eſtates of witty Gentlemen, and they always gave 
me their Mit into the Bargain. 


A dignfied Clergyman, going down to his Livin 
to ſpend the Summer, met near his Houſe, a comica 
old Chimney- ſweeper, with whom he uſed to chat. 
So, John, ſays the Doctor, from whence came you? 
From your Hate ſays Mr. Sz; for this Morning 
I have ſwept all your Chimnies. How many were 
there, ſays the Doctor? No lefs than twenty, quoth 
John. ell, and how much a Chimney have you? 
Only a Shilling a- piece Sir. Why then, quoth the 

Money in a 


Bag of Soot over his Shoulders, we black Coats get our 


Moeney eafy enough. „ 


Mr, On, being in the Aſſembly Room at Bath, 
a very fat Gentleman, danced with a Lady as remark- 
able as hiniſelf for Bulk, A Member of Parliament 
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who ſat next to Qn, and had been a great Promo=- 


ter of the Wheel Act, aſk'd him, how he lik'd that 
Lady and Gentleman's Dancing ? Why wy Qn, 
it is the firſt Minuet I ever ſaw upon Broad Wheels. 


Two neighbouring Gentlemen of equal Fortune, 
and remarkable for their Avarice, were diſtinguiſh'd 
in their Pariſh by the Names of Crib and Starve-Gut. 
Mr. Cr:b often viſited his Neighbour, and was as of- 


ten viſited by him, but as they had both the ſame End 


in View, they never aſk'd each other to eat or drink; 
and thus they went on together very amicably, till 
Crib one Day was preſent at his Friends, when a 
Man came to pay the Intereſt of a Thouſand Pounds, 
which rais'd Maſter Crib's Envy ſo much, that he left 
the Room, and went home; but return'd in the Eve- 
ning to Mr Starve-Gut, in order to learn ſome of his 
faving Maxims. When Crib came in, he found him 
writing a Letter by a Farthing Candle; he was no 
fooner fit down, but Mr. Starve-Gut put it out. 
How now. fays Crib, what's that for? To which 
Starve-gut reply'd, can't we two talk as well in the 
Dark ? Faith, Netohbour, ſays Cr:b, you are an ex- 
cellent Oeconomiſt; I with you would teach me ſome 
of your Rules. Why, Friend, ſays Starve-gut, one 
of my chief Maxims is, never to ſpend more than is 
neceſſary, witneſs the Candle! Right, quoth Crib. 
I remember, fays Starve-gut, the Rs of an old 


Philoſopher, which ought to be wrote in Letters of 


Gold; namely, That whatever is unneceſſary, is too 
dear at a Farthing, Right, quoth Crib: thank you, 
Neighbour ; Edad, I'll ſet this down. Now we are 
talking of ſaving, fays Starve-gut, let me aſk you one 
Queſtion, for you muſt know there 1s a great Diffe- 
rence between being covetous, and being ſaving ; for 
my Part, there's nothing'I hate more than a ſtingy 
© Dub but, to my Queſtion ; pray, Friend Crib, do 
you ſhave yourſelf? Quoth Cr:b, what, do you take 
me for a Fool? Well, well, ſays Starve-gut, don't be 
in a Paſſion, I did but aſk; but what do you do with 
your Lather? Why, fling it away, ſays Crib, what 
do you think? Why, There it is now, ſays * 

| | 18. 
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that's enough to ruin any Man; why, I always waſh 

half a Dozen Handkerchiefs, and a Night-cap in 
mine, and then fave it to waſh my Stockings. 
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A young Student, ſhewing the Muſæum at Oxford to 
a Set of Gentlemen and Ladies, among other Things 
produc'd a ruſty Sword: This, ſays he, Gentlemen, 
15 the Sword, with which Balaam was going to kill 
his Aſs. Upon which, one of the Company replied, 
that he thought Balaam had no Sword, but only 
wiſh'd for one. You are right, ſays the Student, 
and this is the very Sword he wiſh'd for. 


n 


A Man, remarkable geen "or the long Bow, 
gave the following Account of an Echo; he ſaid, as 
he was ſailing in a Man of War, very near the Shore 
in Devonſbire, he heard ſo fine a Concert of Muſick, 
that he thought Handel and his Band were playing 
Concertos on the Shore. For, ſaid he, twas a fine 
Summer's Eve, the Sea as ſmooth as Glaſs, and not 
a Breath of Wind ftirring ; and the Captain, being a 
Devonſhire Man, thought that ſome neighbourin 
Gentlemen were making merry there; he ordered 
out his Boat, and took me with him on Shore, and 
when we came ip to the Muſick, faid he what do 
you think it was? The Company being puzzled to 
find it out, he told them it was nothing but a Shep- 
herd playing upon a Few's Harp, and the Variety of 
Sound which they heard, was owing to the Echo of + 
the Rocks. Strange Echo, indeed, ſays a Gentleman 
in Company, though nothing like one I heard in De- 
vonſhire myſelf; for, ſaid he, a Gentleman of my 

Acquaintance, ſhewing me his Gardens, Park, and 
other Curioſities, brought me at laſt upon a Mount, 
which had a Ruin that ſtood at ſome ſmall Diſtance ; 
that Ruin, ſays my Friend, makes the fineſt Echo 
from this Place, which you ever heard, he bid me 
hollow and try; upon which, I, with a loud Voice 
cried, How do you do? and the Echo aniwered, 
Very well. Cn, 5 
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A wild young Spark, having married a very diſ- 
creet virtuous young Lady, the better to reclaim him, 
ſhe cauſed it to be reported, at his Return from his 
Travels, that ſhe was dead and buried. In the mean 
Time, ſhe had ſo placed herſelf in Difguiſe, as to 
obſerve how he took the News ; but finding him {till 
the ſame gay inconſtant Man he always had been, ſhe 
appeared to him as the Ghoſt of herſelf; which, 
however, did not terrify him in the leaſt. "Theſe 
Stratagems producing no Effect, ſhe diſcovered her- 
ſelf to him, which indeed ſurpriz'd him pretty much ; 
which one obſerving, ſaid, Ey, Sir, you feem more 
afraid now than before. Ay, replied he, Men generally 
are more afraid of a living Wife than a dead one. 


Sir I/ilkan M-——ton ſpending once an Evening 
with 2—71, and having in a pitch'd Battle beat him 
at his own Weapon, the Bottle, Mr. 2-—z was 
aſked by a Friend, how he came to be conquered ? 


Ny, replied Qn, tuo Gallons of Claret in that Ba- 


ronet's Belly, is no more than a common Glyſter in the 


Ame of an Elephant. 
An Under Sheriff in Wilts, being to attend a Male- 


factor to Execution on a Friday, went to him the 


Wedneſday before, to aſk the following Favour ; My 
good Friend, ſays the Sher, you know I have Or- 
ders to ſee you executed next Friday; now it ſo falls 
out, that I have Buſineſs of the utmoſt Importance 
to do at London on that Day, and as you muſt die ſo 
ſoon, one Day's Difference can make no Odds; you 
know I have been very kind to you during your Con- 
finement, and I ſhould take it as a abe a. Favour 
if you wou'd be hang'd on Thurſday Morning. To 
which the Priſoner replied, * T's true, you have been 
very kind to me, for which I return you my hearty 
Thanks, and am very ſorry I cannot oblige you in 
this Particular; for it alſo falls out with me, that I 
have ſome Buſineſs of great Importance to do on Fr:- 
day Morning ; but, Mr. phy to ſhew you that I 
am not an ungrateful Man; ſuppoſe ye put off yr 
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\ (63) 
ſaid hanging till Monday Morning: If you like that 
Mr. Sheriff I'll agree to it with all my Heart. . 


One of the Rebels having eſcap'd out of the Tow- 
er in the Vear fifteen, a Gentleman, frightened out 
of his Senſes, ran to King George I. to acquaint him 
of this News; and begg'd his Majeſty wou'd tell 
him what he cou'd do in this Caſe. Really, Sir, 
ſays the King, for your Part, I don't know what 
you can do; but, for the Priſoner's Part, I think he 
cou'd not have done better, | ; BY 


| | A Regiment of Horſe in King William's Time, 
being quarter'd at Canterbury, and the Archbiſhop 
being then there, he invited all the Officers of the 
; Regiment. to Dinner. One of the Cornets being 
oblig'd to keep Guard that Day, and lamenting his 
Misfortune, that he cou'd not have the Honour to 
dine with the Biſhop, bethought himſelf of this - 
| Stratagem: He knew that onggpf his Brother Cor- 
; nets was gone out of Town, and wou'd not return 
till Evening; he determined therefore to wait for 
him at his Lodgings, and frighten him by a falſe 
Meſſage from the Biſhop. Accordingly when his 
Comrade arrived, he addreſs'd him thus: Tom, I be- 
lieve I ſhall ſurprize you. Why, ſays Tom, what 
the De'l is the Matter? No great Matter, ſays his 
Comrade, only the Biſhop has ſent for all the Offi- 
cers to hear them their Catechiſm. The Devil he 
has, quoth Tem! Then I am ruin'd Horſe and Foot, 
for, as I am a Sinner, I can't ſay three Lines. Ne- 
ver be troubled about that, ſays his Comrade, I can 
ſay mine every Word; and if you'll mount Guard 
for me to morrow, [I'll go in your Place. With alk 
my Heart, ſays Tom, and thank you to boot; ſo the 
next Day they all, except Tom, din'd with the Bi- 
ſhop : His Lordſhip, being a very polite Man, told 
the Colonel, that he hoped all his Officers were 
there; for he intended it as a general Invitation. 
The Colonel told him they were all there, except 
one young Gentleman, who was oblig'd to mount 
Guard, The Biſhop took no Notice of it _ 
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dut the next Day ſent his Servant to the abſent Gen- 
tleman, to deſire his Company by himſelf: Tom had 
no ſooner receiv'd the Meſſage, than he ran fright- 
en'd out of his Senſes to his Comrade, to make his 
Complaint: Ah! my Friend, ſays Tom, tis all in 
vain; I muſt go at laſt, the Biſhop has ſent for me. 
Never mind it, fays his Comrade, you'll do very 
well; he did not aſk us above one Queſtion or two. 
Tom being thus prepared, went to the Biſhop's, 
where he was introduc'd into a Parlour ; at length 
his Lordſhip came in: Sir, or to the Bifhop, I am 
ſorry I could not have the Pleaſure of your Company 
yeſterday ; may I crave your Name, ſays the Biſhop ? 
Thomas, my Lord, replied the Cornet. What Coun- 
tryman, ſays the Biſhop? My Godfathers and God- 
mothers, replied the Cornet. Says the Biſhop, I 
don't mean to catechiſe you, and thus the Cheat 
was diſcovered, 


Some People are Wnderfully fond of the Hyper- 
bole, and eſpecially when by the Uſe of this Figure 
they can aggrandize the Place of their Birth; my 
Friend Tom Startle is of this Diſpoſition, and gene- 
rally takes Care to let every Body know it. I re- 
member Tem in a Company once took an Opportu- 
nity to go off upon the Fertility of his Country, 
and told the Gentlemen, that the Furnips in that 
Place were ſo much bigger than the Sheep, that they 
frequently eat into them, and buried themſelves there 
from the Cold. That I know to be true, ſays a 
Gentleman preſent, for I was once at Dinner upon 
boil'd Leg of Mutton and 'Turnips in your very Pa- 
Tiſh ; hg from the very firſt Turnip I cut, out 
jump'd a Sheep. 


A notorious Thief, being to be tried for his Life, 
conteſs'd the Robbery he was charg'd with. The 
Judge hereupon directed the Jury to find him guilty 
upon his own Confeſſion. The ſury having laid 
their Heads together, brought him in rot guilty. 
The Judge bid them conſider of it again; but {till 
they brought in their Verdict ot guilty, The Judge 
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Reaſon enough; for we all know him to be one of the 
greateſt Liars in the World. 


A Judge being willing to ſave a Man that had ſtole 
a Watch, deſired the ; fog to value it at ten-pence, 
upon which, the Proſecutor cries out, Ten-pence, 
my Lord! Why the very Faſhion of it coſt me 51. 
Oh, ſays the Judge, we »uft not hang a Man for Fa 
ſhion's Sake. ; 


A young Gentlewoman, lately arrived from Bar- 
badoes, came to Leadenhall Market, to buy a Deng 


of Mutton for Broth ; for which the Butcher aſk' 


Ninepence. That's too much, ſaid ſhe ; cut it off, 
Sir, and I'll give you a Bit“ for it. D——n your 
Bit, Madam, I want none of your Bits, replied the 
Butcher; I've a better Bit than you at Home. 


A certain Clergyman in the Weſt of England, be- 
ing at the Point of Death, a neighbouring Brother, 
who had fome Intereſt with his Patron, applied to 
him for the next Preſentation ; upon which the for- 
mer, who ſoon after recover'd, upbraided him with 


Breach of Friendſhip, and ſaid; he wanted his Death. 


No, no, Doctor, ſays the other; you quite miſtake, 


"twas your Living I wanted, 


My Friend, Tom Tickle is peculiarly odd in his 
Manner of drawing Characters: I remember, he 
once, while I was with him, ſent his Servant to a 
Gentleman, who is remarkable for being always in 
a Hurry, with a Meſſage of great Importance; but 
the Servant return'd, and told his Maſter, that the 
Gentleman was in ſo great a Hurry, he could not 
ſpeak to him. *T:s no more than what I expetted, ſays 


Tom, for he loſes an Hour in the Morning, and runs 


after it all Day. 


 *Tis cuſtomary for the Clergy in moſt Counties to 
have annual Viſitations, in order to ſettle the Affairs 


* A Bit in Barbadoes is a Piece of Money valued at 2d. 
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( 66) 
of the Church. There belonged to a Society of. 
this Sort, in Dor/et/hire, a Clergyman of good Na- 
ture, and good Fortune; one who was a good Chri- 
ſtian, a good Poet, and a good Divine, capable of 
making excellent Sermons, but preach'd them badly. 
At one of theſe Meetings, after the Gentlemen had 
dined, and the Servants were ſet down together, this 
Clergyman's Man, who was a Stranger, aſk'd ano- 
ther, What ſo many Parſons met together for? hy, 
anſwered he, to fwap Sermons. Ay, quoth the For- 
mer, then my Maſter is always maſt damnably cheated ; 
for be never gets a good one, | 


It has been often obſerved, and with too much 
Truth, that Engliſh Gentlemen reap no Benefit from 
travelling. Tom Smart made a pretty Uſe of this 
when he told a prating Coxcomb, juſt return'd from 
Ttaly, That the Engliſh went out Figures, and return d 
Cyphers. | : 


Hippeſiy, the Player, having a large full Wig on, 
whic 54 had not — for, was told by a Friend of 
his, that it was a very good one. Faith! Sir, ſaid 
he, with his uſual Humour, I know not how good it 
nay prove in the long run, but at preſent it has run me 


over Head and Ears in Debt. 


The Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, having preſented 


Dr. Sheridan to a Living, the firſt Sunday he preach'd 
there, happen'd to be the Anniverſary of the King's 
Acceſſion to the Throne, and he undeſignedly took 
theſe Words for his Text. Srficzent for the Day is 
the Evil thereof. Hereupon he was repreſented to his 
Excellency as a diſaffected Perſon, and could never 
obtain any farther Preferment. Dr. Swift, being 
inform'd of this, ſaid, Poor Sheridan, had ſbot his 
Preferment dead with a ſingle Text. 


A Gentleman in Company, complaining that he 
was very ſubject to catch Cold in his Feet, another 
not overloaded with Senſe, told him, that might ea- 
faly be prevented, if he would follow his W 

| | | always 


„ 
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I Ao gets ſaid he, a thin Piece of Lead, out of 
2 


an India Cheſt, and fit it to my Shoe for this Purpoſe. 
Then, Sir, ſays the former, You are like a Rope-dan- 
cer's Pole, you have Lead at both Ends, 


An old Woman, who was famous for ſelling Ale 
at Oxford, and to whoſe Houle there reſorted many of 
the. Scholars, ſeveral of them remarked, that thev 
never ſaw their Landlady at Church; they inſiſted, 
that if ſhe valued their Cuſtom, and hop'd to have 
the Continuation of it for the future, that on the ſuc- 
cecding and every Sunday following, ſhe ſhould con- 
ſtantly be there. She like a Woman, who valued 
her Intereſt more than her Religion, told them, that 
ſhe wou'd be very willing to comply with their Re- 
queſts. Accordingly, when Son came, ſhe ar- 
rayed herſelf in her beſt Apparel, and taking her an- 
cient Claſp Bible, proceeded in great Form to Church: 
But being unuſed to the Place, in Sermon-Time ſhe 


fell faſt a ſleep, and unluckily let her Bible fall, which 


making a great Noiſe, awaken'd her. She had forgot 
where ſhe was, and thinking ſhe was at Home, and 
that her Maids had done ſome Miſchief, ſtarted up in 
a great Paſſion, with the following Exclamation ; So 
you Slut, there's another Jug broke, is there ? 


When Moliere, the great Comic-Poet of France, 
died, the Archbiſhop of Paris would not let his Body 
be buried on conſecrated Ground : The King being 


inform'd of this, ſent for the Archbiſhop, and ex ol- 


„ 


tulated with him about it; but finding him unwilling 
to comply, aſk'd how many Feet deep the Holy 
Ground reach'd ? The Biſhop anſwer'd, About Erght. 
Mell, replied the King, I find there is no getting the 
better of our Scruples; therefore let his Grave be dug 
twelve © Feet deep, that's four below your conſecrated. 


Ground, and let them bury him there. 


A Friend of mine, near Seventy, who was bleſs'd 


with a polite Education, and a fine Genius ; but was 


very wavering and unſtable in his Diſpoſition, was 
9 reproach'd 
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( 68 ) 
reproach'd with it by another Gentleman, who told 
him he could never hold to any Reſolution, Faith, 
Sir, ſaid he, you are much miſtaken. I have reſolv d 
not to hiſs the Girls ſa much as I formerly did, and I'm 

ſure I ſhall hold to that, TR 


Mr. Joſeph 1. a Comedian in Treland, and 


an Acquaintance of the late Mr. /lks's, delighted 
much in Angling. As he was fiſhing by the Lf 
Side, ſome Friends of his were going into a Boat to 
embark for England. To called to them to take him 
in, that he might ſee them ſafe on board, where the 
prevail'd upon him to make a Jcurney to London re 
them, with his fiſhing Cloaths on, no ſecond Shirt, 
and but ſeven Shillings in his Pocket. His Compa- 
nions left him in London, and Mr. Wills chanc'd to 
find him gazing at the Dial in Covent-Garden-Square, 
when he aſk'd how he came there, in that Pickle ? 
Hum! Ha! Why Faith, Bobby, replied Jo, I only 
came from Dublin, to, ſee what it was & Clock at Co- 
vent-Garden. | 


The ſame Gentleman enter'd Volunteer on board 
the Ship which the Duke of York commanded, in 
that memorable Engagement with the Dutch Fleet, 
1673. When Preparations were making for Battle, 
15 confeis'd he was ſeiz'd with Fear; but when the 

an at the Top-maſt-head cried A Sail, then tvs 
Sail, and after, Zounds a whole Wood! Joe's Terrors 
augmented ; which a Sailor obſerving, aſk d whether 
he had never perform'd on the Stage? Jo replied, 
Yes. Why then, ſays the blunt Tar, To-morrow if 
you are not fill d the firſt Broadſide,' you'll ſee the deepeſt 
and bloodigſt Tragedy you ever ſaw in your Life. 


A Gentleman riding over Saliſbury Plain, when it 
rain'd very hard, fet up a Gallop, and paſs'd by ano- 
ther whoſe Horſe ſtood ſtill; a little ſurprized at this 
Sight, he aſk'd the Reaſon of it, Zowunds, ſays the 
other, who the De'l but a Fool wou'd ride in all this Net. 


A Gentleman tother Day going to Court, wo 
a 


(c // Lo 


aſk d by another at the Palace, Where he was going, 
and whether he wanted a Poſt? No, No, Sir, ſays the 
former, If I did I wau'd take you. 


A Gentleman tother Day told my Friend Tom 
Smart, that he was a Punſter; No, No, ſays Tom, I 


have the utmoſt Averſion to that Character. Why 


ſo, ſays the other? Why, Becanſe you are one, ſays 


Tom. 


Some Gentlemen, t'other Day boaſting of their 
Anceſtors, an arch Wag ftanding by, ſaid, he be- 
liev'd he was of a more ancient Family than any of 
them, and cou'd trace his Pedigree in a lineal De- 
ſcent from King Lud. Ay, ſays one of them, how 
do you make that out? J/hy, Sir, ſaid he, it was my 


Misfortune to be put into Ludgate for a Debt of fifty 
Ken and I made my Eſcape . Rope. F fifty 


A Perſon, who had render'd himſelf obnoxious in 
Trade, was told of ſome of his Tricks by a Mer- 
chant on Change; and being a little nettled at his 
Reproaches, ſaid, What, Sir, do you call me a 
Rogue? No, I don't call you Rogue, ſays the Mer- 
chant, but PI give you ten Guineas, if you'll find any 
ene here, who will ſay, you are an honeſt Man. 


The famous Arthur Moor, who was much in Fa- 
your with the Tory Miniſtry, the latter End of Queen 
Anne's Reign, had a Lady who was reckoned a Wo- 
man of great Wit and Humour, but of political 
Principles, quite oppoſite to thoſe of her Huſband. 
After the Death of the Queen, when it was ru- 
mour'd, that the late Miniſtry would be call'd to an 
Account; the Lord Bolingbroke meeting one Day 
with Mrs. Moor at a Viſit. Well, Madam, ſaid he, 


| do hear how terribly we ate threaten'd ; You'll come, 


hope, and ſee me when I go to Tower-hill? Upon 
my Word, my Lord, ſaid ſhe, [ ſhould be exceeding glad 
to do it; but I believe I ſhall be engag d another Way, for 
Jam told, my Snub (fo ſhe call'd her Huſband) will be 
eblig'd to ga the ſame Day to Tyburn, 1 Pp: 


(70) | 
A Citizen invited ſome of his Neighbours to » 
Feaſt, his Son handing a Glaſs of Wine to a Gen- 
tleman, accidentally ſpilt it on his Band; and for his 
Careleſſneſs his Father took him a Box on the Ear. 
The Son having recover'd himſelf, gave the next 
Man a good Box. Being aſk'd the Reaſon, ſaid, 
Come, come, let it go round, twill come to my Father 
anon, for I dare not firike him myſelf. 


An arch Priſoner, who had an unfavouarble Coun- 
tenance, being brought to the Bar to be tried for 
Horſe-ſtealing, the * e de ge A cried, Oh! 
here is a noted Villain, I am ſure! Why Sirrah, I 
can ſee the Rogue in your Face, Ay, my Lord, ſays 
the Fellow, I wonder at that; for 7. did not know my 
Face was a Looking-Glaſs, till your Lordſhip ſaw your 
ſelf in it. | 


A Parfon and Clerk having a Mind for a Whet 
before Service begun, went to a Tavern, but drink- 
ing rather too much, the Paſtor, while the Deputy 
was ſinging a Pſalm, fell a fleep in his Pulpit ; the 
Clerk obſerving it, and willing to excuſe him, ſung 
the Pſalm twice over; but finding the faithful Shep- 
herd {till ſleeping, jogg'd him, and ſaid, Sir, It is out. 
To which the Parſon loudly anſwer'd, My then fill 
another, thinking himſelf {till in the Tavern. 


A Gentlewoman who thought her Servants always 
cheated her when they went to Billingſgate to buy 
Fiſh, was reſolv'd to go thither herſelf, and aſking 
the Price of ſome Fiſh, which ſhe 1 too dear, 
ſhe bid the Fiſh-woman about half what ſhe aſk'd, 
Lord, Madam, ſaid the Woman, I muſt have ftole it 
to ſell it at that Price; but you ſhall have it if you 
will tell me what you do to make your Hands ſo 
white? Nothing, good Woman, anſwer'd the Lady, 
but wear Dog-ſkin Gloves. D-—a you for a lying 
B—h, replied the other, my 1 has wore Doo- 
ſkin Breeches, theſe ten Years, and his A—ſe is as brown 
as a Nutmeg, 
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| Mrs. *** who had married a Huſband of great 
good Nature, but a little deficient in point of under- 
a was reproach'd by her Brother-in-Law, 
who told her in deriſion that ſhe had coupled herſelf 
to a Fool. — 80 has my Siſter, ſays ſhe, for no Man 


of Senſe wou'd endeavour to give any Woman a 
mean Opinion of her Huſband. ED 

A Scotchman was very angry with an Engliſhman, 
who he ſaid had abus'd him, and call'd him Falſe Scot. 
Faith, Sir, you are quite miſtaken, quoth the En- 
gliſhman, for I ſaid you were a True-Scot, 


Fack Ketch having hang'd a Perſon who had a good 
Pair of Breeches on, was aſk'd the Price of them b 
one of the SpeCtators ; what will you give for them, 
ſays Jack? The Fellow replied Three Half Crowns ; 
TI ive Ten Shillings, ſays another, which Fack re- 
fad and took the firſt Offer. The Under-Sheriff a 
little ſurpriz'd to ſee him take ſeven Shillings and Six- 
pence when he was bid ten Shillings, aſk'd the Reaſon 
of it, and upbraided him for a Fool. No matter for 
that, Sir, ſays Jack; This an has promis'd never to 
wear them but when he goes to Church, and I ſhall cer- 
tainly have them again next Hanging- Tide. 


Mr. E—ll-s, the Painter, having finiſh'd a very 
good Picture of Fig the Prize-Fighter, who had been 
famous for getting the better of ſeveral Iriſbmen of 
the ſame Profeſſion, the Piece was ſhewn to old Fohn- 
{on the Player, who was told at the ſame Time, that 
Mr. E—ll—s deſign'd to have a Metzotinto Print ta- 
ken from it, but wanted a Motto to be put under it. 
1 ſaid old Johnſon I'll give you one: A Fig far 
the Iriſh. | 


Dr. Hickeringall, one of King Charles the Second's 
Chaplains, whenever he preach'd before his Majeſty, 


was ſure to tell him of his Faults, and to ſcold him 


from the Pulpit very ſeverely. One , - his Majeſty 
walking in the Mall, and obſerving the Doctor before 


him, ſent to ſpeak with him. When he came, 
9 5 | Doctor, 
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Doctor, ſaid the King, what have I done to you, 
that you are always a quarrelling with me? I hope, 
noch the Doctor, hour Majeſty is not angry with 
me for ſpeaking the Truth. No, no, ſays the King, 
but let us for the future be Friends. Well, w 
quoth the Doctor, I will make it up with your Ma- 
jeſty upon theſe Terms: As you mend Ill mend. 


A Nobleman, who was very ignorant, being at 
Table with Deſcartes, and ſeeing him eat of two or 
three nice Diſhes with Pleaſure; How! ſaid he to 
him, do Phileſoppers meddle with Dainties? Why nat, 
ſaid Deſcartes? Is it to be imagined, that the wiſe God 
created good T hings only for Fools? 1 


A Gentleman having brought his Friend down into 


his Cellar, his Friend obſerving there was no Seat to 


fit on; aſk'd him the Reaſon of it. Becauſe, ſays 
the other, I will have no Man that comes here drink 
any longer than he cen land. 


An Honeſt Highlander, walking along Holbourn, 
heard a Voice cry, Rogue, Scot, Rogue, Scot ; his Nor- 
thern Blood, fired at the Inſult, drew his broad 
Sword, looking round him on every Side, to diſcover 
the Object of his Indignation ; at laſt he found that 
it came from a Parrot, perched in a Balcony within 
his Reach: But the Generous Scot, diſdaining to ſtain 
his truſty Blade with ſuch ignoble Blood, put up his 
Sword again, with a four Smile, ſaying, Gin ye were 
1 as yere 4 Green Geuſe, 7 wou'd fplit your 
Leem. 


An 5h, ag having a Looking-Glaſs in his Hand, 
ſhut his Eyes, and plac'd it before his Face; another 
aſking him, Why he did ſo! Upon my Shoul, ſays 
Teague, It is to fe haw TI look when I am aſleep. 

\ 


A young Parſon loſt his Way in a Foreſt, and it 
being very cold and rainy, he happen'd upon a poor 
Cottage, and deſired any Lodging or Hayloft to lie 
in, and ſome Fire to dry him; the Man told him, ar 
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and his Wife had but one Bed, and if he pleaſed to 


lie with them, he ſhould be welcome. The Parſon 
thank'd him, and kindly accepted of it. In the 
Morning, the Man roſe to go to Market, and meet- 
ing with ſome of his Neighbours, he fell a Laughing. 
"They aſk'd him what made him ſo merry about the 
Mouth? Why, ſays he, I can but think how aſham'd 
the Parſon will be when he awakes, to find himſelf 
left a Bed with my Wife. . | 


A Quaker, that was a Barber, being ſued by the 
Parſon for Tythes; Yea and Nay went to him and 
demanded the Reafon why he troubled him, ſeeing 
he had never Dealings with him in his whole Life: 
Ay, ſays the Parſon, it is for Tythes. For Tythes, - 
ſays the Quaker, Tprithee, Friend, upon what Account!“ 
II/hy, ſays the Parſon, for Preaching in the Church. 
Alas! then, replied the Quaker, I have nothing to da 
to pay thee; for I come not there. Oh! but you mighty 
ſays the Parſon, for the Doors are always _ at conue- 
nient Times. And thereupon told him, he would be 
paid, ſeeing it was his Due. Yea and Nay hereupon 
ſhak'd his Ears, and making ſeveral wry Faces, de- 


parted, and immediately entered his Action (it being 


a Corporation Town) againſt the Parſon for forty 
Shillings : The Parſon, upon Notice of this, came 
to him, and very Rory demanded, Why he put ſuch 
a Diſgrace upon him? and for what he did owe him 
the Money? Truly, Friend, replied the Quaker, for 
Trimming. For Trimming, faid the Parſon ; Why I 
was never trimm'd by you in my Life. Oh! but than 
might'}t have come and been trimm'd, if thou had plea- 
ſed, fo my Doors are always open at convenient Times as 
well as thine, | | | 


A Farmer being very rich, was knighted, his Wife 
thereupon grew very fine. One faid, That his Wor- 
ſhip was very much in Fault, ſpoiling a good Houſe- 
wife to make a Mad- dame. 


A poor Woman, with half a Dozen Children at 
her Heels, aſk'd Alms of a Gentlewoman » the 
treet 5 
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Street; I think, ſaid the Gentlewoman, that being 
ſo poor, you might find ſomething elſe to do, and 1 
wonder you are not aſham'd to get ſo many Children. 
Alas! Madam, replied the good Woman, you don't 
conſider, that we poor Folks have very often nothing 


elſe for our Breakfaſl, Dinner and Supper. 


Joe Haines, the Player, being aſk'd, what cou'd 
tranſport Mr. Collier into ſo blind a Zeal, for the 
general Suppreſſion of the Stage, when only ſome 
particular Authors had abus'd it? Whereas the Stage, 
he cou'd not but know, was generally allowed, when 
rightly conducted, to be a delightful Method of 
mending the Morals. For that 5 replied Haines, 
Collier is, by Profeſſion, a Moral mender himſelf, and 


too of a Trade, you know, can never agree. 


A Parſon, in the Country, taking his Text in St. 
Matthew, Chap. viii. verſe 14. And Peter's W/3fe's 
Mother lay fick of a Fever, preach'd for three Sundays 
together on the ſame Subject: Soon after two Coun- 
try Fellows going acroſs the Church-Yard, and hear- 
ing the Bell toll, one aſk'd the other, who it was for:? 
Nay, I can't tell; perhaps; replied he, it is for Peter's 
Wife's Mother, for ſhe has been ſick of a Fever theſe 
three Weeks. | | 


| Jemmy e, another of the jocoſe Comedians, 
going one Day through Rag- Fair, a Place where they 


ſell Second-hand Goods, cheapened a Leg of Mut- 
ton, he ſaw hang up there, at a Butcher's Stall. The 


Butcher told him it was a Groat a Pound. Are not 
you an unconſcionable Fellow, ſaid Spiller, to aſe ſuch a 


Price, when one may buy a new one for that in Clare- 
Market ? 


Sir Thomas Gardner, being choſe Recorder of Lon- 


don, one ſaid that Office was the moſt fitting for him 


of all others; for no Place in the Kingdom was more 
full of 11] Weeds, 
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A Man very rich, but very filly, was recommended 


Match for his Daughter. 
No, no, ſaid he, I wou'd rather have a Man for my 


Daughter without Money, than Money without a Man. 


A Fellow hearing one ſay, according to the Italian 
Proverb, That three Women make a Market with their 


| chattering; Ay, Ay, ſaid he, then only add my Wife to 
| to them, and they will make a Fair. 95 5 / 


The Biſhop of D— n had a ſlovenly Cuſtom 


| of keeping one Hand always in his Breeches, and 
being one Day to bring a Bill into the Houſe of 
Peers, relating to a Proviſion for Officers Widows, 
he came with the Papers in one Hand, and the other, 


as uſual, in his Breeches; and beginning to ſpeak, I 
have ſomething in my Hand, my Lords, ſaid he, for 
the Benefit of the Officers Widows —- Upon which 
the Duke of //harton, immediately interrupting him, 


ſaid, In which Hand, my Lord. 


In a little Country Town, it happened that the 
Squire of the Pariſh's Lady came to Church after 
her Lying-in, to return Thanks, or, as it is com- 
monly called, to be Churched : The Parſon aiming 
to be complaiſant, and thinking plain /Yoman, a lit- 
tle too familiar, inſtead of ſaying, O Lord ſave this 
Woman, ſaid, O Lord ſave this Lady. The Clerk 
reſolving not to be behind-hand with him, anſwer'd, 
ho putteth ber Ladyſbip's Truſt in thee. 


One, when the Hangman went to put the Halter 
about his Neck, deſired him not to bring the Rope 
too near his Throat; Fo 7 am, ſays he, ſo ticłliſß 
about that Place, that I ſball hurt myſelf fo with aver 
laughing, that it will go near to throttle me. 


A Gentleman, galloping furiouſly over plowed 
Lands towards Tame, and meeting one, aſk'd him, 
that was the May to Tame? Aye, ſays the Fellow, 


to tame your Horſe, if he be as wild as the Devil. 


E 2 
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A Tinker crying for Work, one aſk'd him, why 


he did not ſtop the two Holes in the Pillory ? Says 


the Tinker, if you'll lend me your Head and Ears, 
I will find Hammer and Nails, and the Work into 
the Bargain. | 


A certain Gentleman (whoſe cuſtom it is to put 


other Peoples Names to his own Works, that he him- 


ſelf may be at Liberty to praiſe them) preſented my 
Lord *** with a Folio, and ſaid there my Lord read 
that Book, which is wrote with the Pen of an Angel: 

But my Lord thruſting. the Book from him, cry'd, 
Sir, you miſtake, If Angels were to write Books 8 
2b d be no Folios. 

Two riding from Shipton to Burford, and ſeeing a 
Miller jog. on ſoftly before em on his Sacks, were 
reſolv'd to abuſe him; fo they went one on each Side, 
faying, Miller, now tell us, which art thou moſt, 
Knave or Fool; truly, ſaid he, I don't know which 
Jam moſt, but I believe I am between both. 


A Lady told a ſimple Gentleman, that his Wit was 
pretty ; why ſo, ſays he, becauſe, ſays ſhe, you have 
ſo little, and all that's little is pretty. 


One was ſaying, that his Great Grand-father, 
and Grand- father, and Father, died at Sea. Quoth 
another, who heard him, if I were you, I would 


never G5 to Sea. Why, ſaid the other, where did 


our Great Grand- father, and Grand-father, and 
18 die? He anſwered, in their Beds; then ſaid 


the Firſt, and if I were you, I would never go to 


Bed. 


A Chandler having had ſome Candles ſtole, One 
bid him be of good Cheer; for in a ſbort time, ſays 
he, I am confident, they'll all come to light. 


A Gentleman meeting the King's Jeſter, aſked, 
what News! Why Sir, reply'd he, there are forty 
thouſand Men riſen To-day. I pray, to what End, 
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ſaid the other, and what do they intend ? y to lay 
dotun again at Night, | 


A Man and his Wife were ſtriving, who ſhould 
wear the Breeches ; in the mean Time one knock'd 
at the Door; the good Man ftept out to fee who 
was there, and aſk'd the Party who he would ſpeak 
withal; who anſwered, with the Maſter of the Houſe. 
Stay, Friend, ſays he, but a little while, and I ſhall 


5 reſolve you, for as yet the Caſe is doubtful. So, ſtep- 


ing in, his Wife and he went to it again, and at 


Jaſt yields him the Victory. Then he goes to the 


Door; Now, Friend, ſaid he, thou may'ſt ſpeak 


with me, I am Maſter of the Houſe ; but I could 
not tell thee ſo before, till my Wife and I had de- 
cided the Controverſy. | 


A Man ask'd his Companion how a Friend of theirs 
liv'd in theſe hard Times? To which the other an- 
ſwer'd, By his Wits. I wonder, ſays the other, how 
he can live upon ſo ſmall a Stock. 


Alexander, after the Battle of Granicus, had very 
great Offers made him by Darius; but conſulting 
with his Captains concerning them, Parmenio ſaid, 
Sure, I would accept of the Offers, if I were Alex- 


ander: Alexander anfwered, So would J, if I were 
Parmenio. | 


An Oxford Scholar being at Cambridge ten Days 
together, they kept him drinking all Night, that he 
could never riſe before Dinner ; being ask'd how he 
lik'd the Place? He ſaid, well enough, but that there 
was no Forenoon in it. | 


A Gentleman had a blind Harper playing before 
him while it was pretty late; at laſt he commands 
his Man to light the Harper down Stairs: To whom 
the Servant rs Sir, the Harper is blind : Why, 
har ignorant Loggerhead, ſays his Maſter, has ngt 
ne the more Need of Light? | 
VVV | On 
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On a Time, "gle wanting a Pair of Boots to mount 


Guard in, goes into a Shoemaker's Shop, and ask'd 
for a Pair of Boots, which were brought him. They 
fitting him, he walk'd up and down the Shop, to 
ſettle them to his Feet; but ſeeing an Opportunity, 
he ran out of the Shop, and the Shoemaker followed 
him, crying, ſtop Thief! ſtop Thief! Ogle faid no, 
Gentlemen, *tis for a Wager ; I am to run in Boots, 
and he in Shoes and Stockings. Then ſaid the Mob, 
well run boots, for Shoes and Stockings will never 
overtake thee. 


There being a general Mufter of the Life-guards 
in Hyde-Park, and Ogle having loſt his Cloak at Play, 
was therefore oblig'd to borrow his Landlady's Scar- 
let Petticoat; ſo tying it up in a Bundle, he put it 
behind him, then mounted ſafe enough, as he thought, 
and away he went ; but ane of the-Rank perceiving 
the Border, immediately gave the Duke Item, and 
fell back into the Rank again. The Duke ſmiling 
to himſelf, ſaid, Gentlemen, Cloak all; which they 
all did, except Ogle, who ſtammering and ſtarting, 
ſaid, Cloak all; what a Pox muſt we Cloak for? 1 
don't rain. But he not cloaking, the Duke ſaid, 
Mr. Ogle, why don't you obey the Word of Com- 
mand ? I can't Cloak, Sir, ſaid Ogle, (putting his 
Head out at the Top of the Petticoat) ; but I can 
Petticoat with the beſt of you. 


A Gentleman being choaked with a Honey-comb, 
bis Friends began to bemoan him. y make you 
ſuch Lamentation? ſaid a witty Perſon, Never Man 


had a ſweeter Death, 


There are ſeveral Coxcombs whom I have the 
Honour to be acquainted with, that have Strings of 
Stories pick'd out of the former Edition of this 
Work, which in Company they let off, one after ano- 
ther ike the Diſcharge of a Wind-gun; and there 
are alſo Pedants of my Acquaintance, who, to ſhew 
their Skill in Logic, let off Syllogiſms and Sophiſms 


in the ſame Manner. One of theſe laſt mention'd 


Gentle- 


— 5 (79) La 
Gentlemen was t'other Day at the Bedford, inſtruct- 
ing Company thus 


No cat has twa Tails, : 
But my Cat has one Tail more than no Cat ; 
Therefore my Cat has three Tails, 


fie ſays a Lieutenant that fat by him, I have on board 
my Ship a Gat with nine Tails; and, if you'll pleaſe to 
walk with me, you ſhall have them all for your Intelli- 
gence. | 


Twas no bad Joke of Lady Starvegut's Footman, 
who, on the PAN TR being kept lock'd, nail'd up 
the NECESSARY ; on being aſk'd the Reaſon, he told 


her Ladyſhip, while one was unopen the other was 
unneceſſary. | 


A Man who travell'd the Country, and got his 
Bread by * upon a Rope off the Tops of Stee- 
ples, &c. applied once to a learned Biſhop for Leave 
to fly from the Top of the Cathedral, and engaged 
ſome People of Weight to ſpeak in his Favour; to 
whom his Lordſhip reply'd ; is inconſiſtent with my 
Duty, and the Nature of my Function, to permit any 


Man to fly from the Church; but your Friend may fly ta 


it if He will. 


One was adviſed to venture ſomething in a Lottery. 
Not I, ſays he, for none have Luck in it but rank 
Cuckolds. Come, come, ſays his Wife, I pray, my 
Dear, venture ſomething ; 1 am ſure you'll ſtand as 
good a Chance as any of them. | 


A Sea Captain's Opinion being aſk'd about a future 
State, he anſwered, that State Affairs never troubled 
bis Brains. 


A Scotch Gentleman being once reproached for 
voting againſt his Conſcience ; ſaid the Charge was 
falſe ; for he never had a Conſcience, 


4 A Lady 
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RET. ($63 > 5 
A Lady ordered her Iriſh Footman to Mr. Richards, 
the famous Staymaker, to fetch Home a new Pair 
of Stays, gg charging him, that if it rain'd, to 


take a Hackney Coach, to prevent their being injured 
by the Weather. A violent Shower of Rain falling 
the Fellow return'd with the Stays dropping wet; and 
being ſeverely reprimanded for not obeying the Com- 
mands of his Lady, replied, That in Truth, he did 
take a Coach, but rode all the May behind it, as it became 
his Station. | 


A Gentleman, who was parting ſome People in a 
Fray received ſo large a Cut in his Skull, that the 
Surgeon, while dreſſing it, told him, that he could 
ſee his Brains; That's iinpoſſible, ſays the Gentleman, 
for if bad had any Brains, this bad never happened 
4 nie. | 


A Lady was faying ſhe had overthrown her Adver- 
fary ; at which one of her Servants ſaid, ay, he took 
the wrong Sow by the Ear when he meddled with 
your Ladyſhip. 


A Gentleman meeting of his Godſon, aſk'd him 
whither he was going? To School, replies the Boy. 
That's well, ſaid he, there's Six-pence for you, fol- 
low thy Learning apace : I may live to hear thee preach 
my Funeral Sermon, 


One ſaid, that Matermen might be taken for Poli- 


ticians, becauſe they look one way and row another. 


One of the Ambaſſadors from Morocco, having ne- 
ver ſeen Show till he came into England, and obſerv- 
ing (when it ſnow'd) that the Boy: gathered it up in 
their Hands; ſaid, It was no Wonder the Engliſb 


were ſo fair, ſince they waſh'd themſelves in white 


Rain. 


One having a Kinſwoman come out of the Coun- 


try, that was never at London before, invited her 


abroad, and having ihew'd her the Tombs at H- 
 mim/ſter, 


| (81) 


minſter, came with her to the King's Chapel, where 


the Organs were playing, and entering in, he took 


her by the Hand to lead her to a convenient Seat; but 
ſhe held back, ſaying, Indeed Couſin, you muſt ex- 
cuſe me, I cannot dance. . 


When Mr. Powell, the celebrated Fire- eater, came 


firſt to London, a Gentleman in the Green-Room, at 


Covent-Garden Houſe ſaid, on reading the Advertiſe- 
ment, *twas Pity he had not come ſooner to have pre- 
vented the Miſchief done in Cornhill ; for by the Ac- 


count he had given of himſelf, he wou'd have eat 


that Fire up preſently. And while they were diſput- 
ing about the Man's Abilities, Sir, ſays Mr. Quin, 


' T lnok upon him to be the greateſt Man in the World, be 


is in no Fear of Fire, and may bid the Devil kiſs his 


Hſe. 


One ſeeing his Son in Miſchief, cried out, Sirrah, 
did you ever ſee me do ſo when I was a Boy? 


While a Scholar was blowing his Fire, the Noſe of 
the Bellows dropt off: I ſee, indeed, fays he, it's cold 
Weather, for the Noſe of the very Bellows drops.. 


An arch Barber at a certain Borough in the Weſt, 
where there are but few Electors, had Art enough to 
fuſpend his Promiſe till the Voters, by Means of 
Bribery, the old Balſam, were ſo divided, that the 
caſting Vote lay in himſelf. One of the Candidates, 
who was ſenſible of it, came into his little dirty Shop 
to be ſhaved, and when the Operation was finiſh'd, 
threw into the Baſon twenty Guincas. The next 
Day came the other Candidate, who was ſhaved alſo, 
and left Thirty, Same Days after this, the firſt re- 
turn'd to ſollicit the Barber's Vote, who told him 
very coldly, That he cou'd not promiſe ; not promiſe ! ſays 
the Gentleman, why I thought I had been ſhaved 


here! *tis true, ſays the Barber, You was, but another 


Gentleman has been trim'd ſince that; however, if you 
pleaſe, Il trim you again, and then tell you my Ted. 
Chet 8 | Scarron, 


(82) 

Scarron, a very merry Fellow, a little before his 
Death, ſeeing his Relations and Servants weeping 
heartily, ſaid to them; Children, you never will cry 
ſo much as I have made you laugh. 


The French King having a Lady in his private 
Apartment, commanded that no one ſhould enter 
till his Majeſty gave Orders for his being feen. An 
Officer happening to come at that Time with an 
Expreſs, was very importunate to be admitted ; but 
being denied, was obliged to wait till a Lady in 
Green had come out of the King's Cloſet, ſoon 
after which he was introduced; and enquiring of 
his Majeſty's Welfare, the King told him he had 
been ſomewhat indiſpoſed, but was then perfectly 
recover'd. The Officer reply'd, I believe your Ma- 
jeſty was troubled with the Orten-Sichneſs, for I ſaw 
it go out at the Door. | 


A little Gentleman going to a Friend's Houſe, found 
himſelf too ſhort to reach the Knocker; at laſt, ſeeing 
a very tall Fellow coming by, begg'd him to do it 
fof him; which (tho' very unwillingly) he did, at 


the ſame time muttering, Damn it, what are little 


Fellows like you made for © The other ſmartly reply'd, 
To be waited on by the tall Ones like you. 


One being at Sermon, when a dry empty Fellow 
preach'd moſt of his Auditors out of the Church, ſaid 
he made a very moving Sermon. h 


An Engliſbman braving a Frenchman, ſaid, We have 
a Lion to our Arms; true, ſaid the Frenchman, yet, 


Leo Gallum Perhorreſct. 


Mr. Phil. French, of New College, coming into the 


Kitchen, choſe out of the Eggs in the Skillet all the 
fwimming Eggs for his own Dinner, which are com- 
monly the worſt; but being a{k'd why he did fo, an- 
ſwer'd, I know thefe ta be Duck Eggs, by their ſwim- 


ming. | 
| A Mayor 


. | 
A Mayor of Oxon riding through the Water with 


Queen 99, would not ſuffer his Steed to drink ; 


for which Mme Queen blaming him, he anſwered, 
Madam, I. ſhall teach my Horſe better Manners than to 
drink before your Majeſly. 


A Senior cf a Hall chiding an Under-graduate for 
prating, told him, that vir ſapit, qui pauca loquitur. 
Yes, ſaith the Under-graduate, & wir loquitur, qui 


 pauca 'ſapit. 


A ſcholar being ſo fuddled that he could not unlock 
his Door, complained to the Governor, that ſome- 
body had ſtolen away his Key-hole. 


A Scholar of Chriſt Church that was whimſical, 
or as we uſe to ſay, that had a Haggot in his Head, 
always complain'd, that when he eat Fiſh they would 


riſe in his Stomach ; no Wonder, quoth another, for they 


rife and leap after the Maggot in your Head. 


The Cocket Writer at the Cuſtom-Houſe, whoſe 
Hand was as unintelligible as you can concetve any 
Scrawl to be, was Tha call'd upon by the Board 
to explain his Writing ; and after puzzling himſelf 
ſome Time to no Purpoſe. Gentlemen, ſays he, I beg 


you'll ſend rm other Perſon to explain it, for it is no 
ufmeſs, 


Part of m 
ket RL. 


A Purſe-proud niggardly Fellow willing to leave 
ſomething behind him to perpetuate his Memory, or- 
der'd his . to be carved in Marble; when finiſh'd 
and brought Home, he ask'd a Friend that was pre- 
ſent, if he thought it like him, O dear! Sir, ſays he, 
rr ro be more fo, it reſembles your very Body 
and Soul, | | 


Jam Cacket Writer, and not Coc- 


Two Sailors juſt come from the Veſt-Indies, were 
in a Diſpute where they ſhould dine; Faith, ſays one of 
em I'll dine with my Lord Mayor, you don't for a Gui- 
nea, ſays the other, on which the Money was ſtak'd, 

| and 
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away goes Jack in his Trowſers, in great Haſte, to 
his Lordſhip's, who was a Goldſmith, and with an 
Air of great Importance, ſaid he muſt ſpeak with him; 
but receiv'd for Anſwer, that his Lordſhip was buſy 
with ſome Gentleman and he muſt call again. I 
won't hinder my Lord a Moment, ſays Jack, I am 
ſoon to go aboard, and doubt whether I can call 
again; which his Lordſhip being acquainted with, 
he was ordered in; My Lord, ſays Jack. whiſperin 
him in the Year, what is a Wedge of Gold worth, half 
as long as my Leg; Oh! very well, ſays my Lord: 
Here Sohn, . is honeſt Man into the Parlour; I 
inſiſt on your dining with me, I ama little buſy at 
preſent with theſe 83 but after Dinner I'II 
talk with you; fo Jack thank'd his Lordſhip, and ac- 
cepted of his Offer. When Dinner was over, and 
the Company gone, well, my honeſt Sailor, ſays my 
Lord, about this Wedge of Gold that you was men- 
tioning, yes, my Lord, replies the Sailor, I want to 
know the Value of ſuch a Thing ; pray have you got 
it about you, ſays my Lord, no replies the Sailor, I 
have got never a one as yet; but I am going abroad, 
and if it was worth while I would endeavour to bring 
ſome home with me, and then your Lordſhip ſhall cer- 
. tainly ſee 'em. | 7 


An Author, who was miſerably out at Heels, ap- 
bly'd to a Bookſeller, in St. Paul's Church-Yard, for 
Zmployment, who told him, that upon producing a 
Specimen of his Abilities, he would do ſomething to- 
wards ſupporting him, as he was in ſuch a pityful 


Pickle. H, ſays the Author, but I wou'd not be [fe | 
1 


ported in this Pickle, I want to be taken out of it, an 


you'll give me a Subject to write on, I'll convince you that 


am worthy your Eſteem, Well, what Subject ſhall I 
give you, ſays the Bookſeller, Any Subject, ſays the 
Gentleman, but that of Money or my Mie; for I'm not 
Maſter of either, | 
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Cupid one Day, to ſhow his Cunning, 


CHOICE 


Freſh gather'd from the 


CONVERSATION: 
OF THE 


POLITE and INGENIOUS: 


© and ſome of the moſt 


SPRIGHTLY AUTHOMS 
| 777 rai beep tbabeett 44414444818 


On @ Troop of Horſe being ſent to Oxford, and a Pre— 
e. of 42 Cambridge. | 


EPIGRAM. 


T HE King ſurveying with judicious Eyes, 
The State of both his Univerſities ; - - h 
To one a Troop of Horſe he ſent, for why? 
That learned Body wanted Loyalty: | 


Jo tother he ſent Books, as well diſcerning, 
How much that loyal Body wanted Learning. 


A 


On Miſs GuxxIx G. Extempore. 


Laid by his Bow, and took to Gunning. 
: 10 
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(2) 
To a Lady, who deſir'd the Author to write no mare 
Verſes. Extempore. 


Delia, *twas your Command firſt taught 
The Infant Muſe to ſing ; 

Drew from Obſcurity the, Bard, 
To ſtrike the trembling String : 

At your Commands he drops the Pen, 
Obſequious quits the Lyre ; 

Content, thoſe Charms he durſt not ſing, 
In Silence to admire, 


To a Gentleman, who wrote a hone dull Account of the 
Trade Winds. 


The Lapland Witches have the Fate, 
To fell their Winds at any Rate; 
But I cou'd wiſh, dear Friend of mine, 
At any Rate, thou may'ſt ſell thine. 


On a dliſinherited Son. 


| 19 Father, his Eſtate, by his laſt Will, 
Left 


to the Poor; thou haſt good Title ſtill. 


On a filly Fellow, who Was always Laugbing. 
Eternal Smiles kis Emptineſs betray, 
As ſhallow Streams, run dimpling all the Way. 
On a Beau, who was always looking in the Glaſs, 
He admires his Cloaths, how elegant they ſit, 
And ſpans his Waiſt, as flender as his Wit. 


> On a ruin'd Garden. By Mr. F. 


Weeds from the Ground, inſtead of Flowers, ſprout 


And Snails adorn the Walls where once was Fruit: 
Happy for us, had Eve's this Garden been ; 


Then ſhe had found no Fruit, and we had known 


no Sin. 
On a Jacobite Lady turn'd Whig, and dreſ“d in Orange 
Colour Knots for a Dance. 
Little Tory, why this Jeſt 


Of all that Orange in your Breaſt ; : 
| | While 


e 


2 


le 


(39 


While that Breaſt, betraying, ſhows 


5 The Whiteneſs of the Rebe Roſe ? 


The Waterman's Epigram, on a certain Nobleman's 
Houſe being repair d. 
Long on the River have I row'd, 
It may be Years ſome Thirty; 


While ** Earl his Backſide ſhow'd, 


Green, Yellow, Black and dirty : 
How is my Heart rejoic'd, I cry'd, 
To ſee how. white it made is, 
It is not now my Lord's Backſide, 

This ſurely is my Lady's. 


On a good Singer's being turn'd out of one of the 
Theatres at the Inſtigation of one of the Players. 
Says Kate C— to the Devil, in Spite of Reſiſtance, 


Pve damn'd one good Singer without your Aſſiſtance. 
Then Kate, fays Old Nick, Pm a Damn in your Debt: 


So they parted good Friends, as they always had met. 


Nomen the beſt Politicians, 
One Night plump Sue and Coachman Nea, 
A Bargain ſtruck in Haſte to wed; 
A Crown was ſtak'd, the Pair conſented 


Jo loſe their Pledge who firſt repented : 


Time for the Matrimonial Farce, 
To-morrow comes—Ned hangs on Arfe. 
Of bad the beſt poor Suty makes, 
And, angry, claims his forfeit Stakes: 
Ned frankly paid it, as agreed, 

Of a worſe Bargain to be freed; 
Quoth he, thou'rt welcome on my Life, 
A cheap Divorcement from a W ite. 
The crafty Quean, who feign'd awhile, 
Soon anſwer'd with a jeering Smile, 
Ah Fool, tis well you firſt relented, 

© I'd loſt—had you but ſeem'd contented : 


© Gladly your Freedom [11 reſtore, 


* One Shilling ſpend, and pocket four,” 


Ladies, 


— 
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Alas 5 Tha 


Ladies, lay Ovid's Rules apart, 5 | ' 
In Love learn thriftier Suſan's Art. | dh 
On the Buſts in Merlin's Cave. Spoken Extempore, . 
at the Time of a remarkable Oppoſition to the Miniſiry. 
I/—le, P—lt—y and N do fret and do rave, To 
And ſo do the reſt of the Nation, lam. 
That ſo many wiſe Heads ſhou'd be plac'd in a Cave, = 
And none in the Adminiſtration. Ver 1 
| On Sir John Strange, Knight, Maſter of the Rolls. ID 
5 Here lies an honeſt Lawyer, Thus 
5 And that is — Strange. | Str. 
5 EN), oe” 8 | | eac 
br Giles Jolt and his Cart. An 
18 Giles Felt, as ſleeping in his Cart he lay: : 
+ Saf ah Vile ſtole his Team away TREE With 
1 Giles wakes and cries — What's here, a dickins, what ! Mn 
Mt Why how now—Am I Giles, or am F not? And 
(1. If he—Pve loſt ſix Geldings to my Smart: Be 
nn. If not—Odſbuddikins, I've found a Cart. 
| By Mr. 2 Whi 
2" on vows, to hearten tim'rous Youth, Its 
„ She ne'er ſaw Ghoſt, or thing uncivil, | Wh1l 
. Worſe than herſelf; - tho' once, in Truth, Ad 
79 Joan does believe ihe ſaw the Devil.“ 3 
F art . Whi 
b Mr. Pope vindicated. By Dr. S—t. Ar 
5 Ye little Wits that gleam'd awhile, bo 
5 When Pope vouchſat'd a Ray, | ; 
. Alas! depriv'd of his kind Smile, ' 
„ How ſoon ye fade away! * 
1 To compaſs Pfæbus' Car about, W 
1 Thus empty Vapours riſe; "7 0 
. Each lends his Cloud, to put him out Wh 
13 That rear'd him to the Skies, 55 
i £ 7 ; 182 
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Ce) 
Alas! thoſe Skies are not your Sphere; 
There he ſhall ever burn: 5 


Weep, weep, and fall! for Earth ye were, 
And muſt to Earth return. | 


To Mr. Pope on his Dunciad. By the ſane. 


The Raven, Rook, and pert Jackdaw, 


(Tho? neither Birds of moral Kind) 
Yer ſerve, if hang'd, or ſtuff'd with Straw, 
To ſhew us, which way blows the Wind, 


Thus dirty Knaves, or chatt'ring Fools, 
Strung up by Dozens in thy Lay, 

Teach more by half than Dennis Rules, 
And point Inſtructions ev'ry Way. 


With Egypt's Art thy Pen may ſtrive, 
One potent Drop let this but ſhed; 


And ev'ry Rogue that ſtunk alive 


Becomes a precious Mummy dead. 


To Mr. Pope. By the ſame. 
While Malice, Pope, denies thy Page 


Its own celeſtial Fire; wh 
While Criticks, and while Bards in Rage, 
Admiring, won't admire, | | 


While wayward Pens thy Worth affail, 


And envious ' Tongues decry, | 
Theſe Times tho“ many a Friend bewail, 
Theſe Times bewail not J. 


But when the World's loud Praiſe is thine, 


And Spleen no more ſhall blame, 
When with thy Homer thou ſhalt ſhine 
In one eſtabliſh'd Fame. 


When none ſhall rail, and ev'ry Lay 
Devote a Wreath to thee; 

That Day (for come it will) that Day 
Shall I lament to ſee. . 
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A Simile. By the ſame. 
Dear J/Veted, mark in dirty Hole, 


That painful animal a Mole: 
Above-ground never born to go, 
Wrat muy far it keeps below ; 
To make a \ 

It digs, pokes, undermines for Life. 
How proud a little Dirt to ſpread ! 
Conſcious of nothing o'er its Head, 
Till, lab'ring on for want of Eyes, 
It blunders into Light—and dies. 


ole-hill all this Strife f 


On a good Joler but bad Writer. By the ſame, 


You aſk why Broome diverts you with his Jokes, 


Yet if he writes, is dull as other Folks ? 
You wonder at it— This, Sir, is the Caſe, 
The Jeſt is loſt, unleſs he prints his Face, 


The Rival Bards. By the ſame. 


Burnet and Ducket, Friends in Spite, 
Came hifling forth in Verſe; 


Both were ſo forward, each would write, 


So dull, each hung an A- . 
Thus Amphi/bena (1 have read) 
At either End Aſſails; 
None knows which leads, or which is 
For both Heads are but Tails. 


On a bad Auther, 


led, 


Half of your Book is to an Index grown, 
Lou give your Book Contents, your Readers none, 


On the Marriage of an old Maid. 


Celia, a Coquet in her Prime, 


The vaineſt, fickleſt Thing alive: 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time! 


Marries, and doats at Forty-five. 


Thus 


us 


(7) 


Thus Weather-cocks, who, for a while, 


Have turn'd about with every Blaſt ; 
Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 


The beft Cure for Love. 


Of two Reliefs, to cure a Love-ſick Mind, 
Flavia preſcribes Deſpair ; I urge be kind: 
Flavia be kind: The Remedy's. as ſure. 
*T is the moſt pleaſant, and the quickeſt Cure. 


On a Finver painted by Varelft. By Mr. Prior, 


When fam'd Yarel/t this little Wander drew, 
Flora vouchſafed the growing Work to view; 
Finding the Painter's Science at a Stand, | 
The Goddeſs ſnatch'd the Pencil from his Hand, 
And finiſhing the Piece, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 
Benuld one Wark of mine which ne er ſhall fade. 


On a Lady, who was very handſome and very fond. 
Chlze, the Wonder of her Sex, 

Tis well her Heart is tender; | 1 
How might ſuch killing * 2 perplex, 

With Virtue to defend her. 


But Nature graciouſly inclin'd, 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us, 
Has to her boundleſs Beauty join'd 

A boundleſs Will to eaſe us. 


On an old Moman who wore falſe Hair. 
The Golden Hair that Galla wears, 


Is hers, who would have thought it? 


She ſwears 'tis her's—and true ſhe ſwears 


For I know where ſhe bought it. 


On a Lady wearing artificial Teeth, 
Thais her Teeth are black and nought, 
Lucama's white are grown 


But 


Y 


th; 
3 
[ 


— EE p . EI ES 
- < — —— —— — — AT _ —— 


— 


- — SE — 
SINE Ee i i <— 


SE IE 6s 


re Dre ů > A l 2 * 
* Y 2 - R — 2 — * 
77727 ( 5 E 2 1 


Fx 
= 
== & 
A 


= 


2 
= 


„ me of 
- = ig 
5 — — — 
- Con rr I ; 
— 


+ £ ESE — 
— 5 


— — 


= — = * = 
bs < 2 — Por — Ex 
2 5; 55-4 Z — — —— DES — 
_— =. ——— Ez I WS : 
— > 2.- — — - — — — = 
— == — — = — HE — 


(8) 
But what's the Reaſon ? theſe are bought, 
The other wears her own. | 


On a Welſhman bilking his Hoff. 


A elſbman coming late into an Inn, 
Aſked the Maid, what Meat there was within ? 


Cow-heels ſhe anſwer'd, and a Breaſt of Mutton ; 
But, quoth the J/hman, ſince I am no. Glutton, 
Either of theſe ſhall ſerve: To Night the Breaſt, 


The Heels i'th' Morning; then light Meat is beſt ; 
At Night, he took the Breaſt, and did not pay, 
Fth* Morning, took his Heels and ran away, 


On a Painter drawing a Lady's Pidture. By Mr. 


Dennis. 


He * who great Jove's Artillery ap'd ſo well, 
By real Thunder and true Lightning fell; 

How then durſt thou, with equal Danger try, 
Jo counterfeit the Lightning of her Eye! 
Painter deſiſt! or ſoon th' Event will prove, 
That Love's as jealous, of his Arms, as Jove, 


On ſeeing a beautiful Lady working with her Needle. 


Oh! what Boſom but muſt yield, 
When like Pallas you advance, 
With a Thimble for your Shield, 
And a Needle for your Lance; 
Faireſt of the blooming Train, 
Eaſe my Paſſion by your Art, 
And in Pity to my Pain, 
Mend the Hole that's in my Heart. 


To Mr. Pope on his Tranſlation of Homer. 


So much, dear Pope, thy Engh/h Ihad charms, 


Where Pity melts us, or where Paſſion warms, 
That After-ages ſhall with Wonder ſeek, 
Who 'twas tranſlated Homer into Greek. 


* Salmoneus. 
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Dye Dart. To the Lady . Mo, 


Whene'er I look, I may deſcry 

A little Face peep through that Eye, 
Sure that's the Boy, who wiſely choſe, 
His Throne among ſuch Beams as thoſe ; 
Which if his Quiver chance to fall, 
May ſerve for Darts to kill withal. 


Mr. Hoſkins on being impriſoned by Charles the firſt 
for freedom of Speech 2 of his 2 


ſent his Son Ben, a little Child, theſe Verſes. 


Sweet Benjamin, ſince thou art young, 


And haſt not Sw the Uſe of Tongue; 


Make it thy Care, while thou art free, 
Impriſon it, leſt it impriſon thee. 


Minerva's Miſtate. To the beautiful and ingenious 


Minerva one Day, pray let no Body doubt it, 


Rode an airing from Oxford fix Miles, or about it, 
Where ſhe ſpy'd a young Damſel, ſo blooming and fair, 


That, Ah Venus] ſhe ye, is your Ladyſhip there? 

Pray is not yon Oxford? And lately you ſwear, 

Nen; nor aught like you, ſhou'd ever come 
tnere ; | 

Do you thus keep your Promiſe ! And am I defy'd ! 

The Virgin drew near her, and ſmiling replied, 

My Goddeſs ! what have you your Pupil forgot ? 

Your Pardon my Dear=is it you Molly Scot? 


On the Duke of Argyle. By Mr. Gay. 


| Argyle they ſay has Wit, for what? 


For writing ? —No; for writing not. 


On an ugly old MNoman in the Dark. From Martial. 


Whilſt in the Dark on thy ſoft Hand I hung, 
And heard the tempting Syren in thy Tongue; - 


What Flames, what Darts, what Anguiſh I endur'd ! 


But when the Candle enter'd, I was cur'd. 1 
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On ſeeing a diſagrecable WWiman with Patches on her 


Face. 


Your homely Face, Flppanta, you diſguiſe, 

With Patches numerous as Argus Eyes, 

] own that Patching's requiſite for you, 

For more we're pleas'd if leſs your Face we view; 
Yet J adviſe, if my Advice you'd aſk, 

Wear but one Patch, and be that Patch a Maſk. 


On Suicide. From Martial. 


When all the Blandiſhments of Life are gone, 


Ihe Coward creeps to Death, the Brave lives on. 


On a bad Poet. 


Thy Verſes ate eternal, O my Friend! 
For he who reads them, reads them to no End. 


Pinn'd to @ Sheet, in which a Woman flood to do Penance 


zn the Church. 


Here ſtand I, for Whores as great 
To caſt a ſcornful Eye on; 
Should each Whore here be doom'd a Sheet, 


You'd ſoon want one to lie on. 


TWritten under the KING'Ss HEAD and BELL, in Dub- 
lin, at the Requeſt of the Hojt. By Dr. Swift. S 


May the King live long, 
Dong, ding, ding, dong. 


Advice to Dr. Trapp on his tranſlating Virgil. 


Mind but thy Preaching Trapp, tranſlate no further, 
Is it not written, Thou ſhalt do no Murther ? 


A Receipt to make an EPIGRAM, by the Right Honour- 
able the late Lord Hervey. 


A pleaſing Subject firſt with Care provide, 
Your Matter muſt with Nature be ſupply'd, 


1 


Nervous 


—— 


us 


(n) 


Nervous your Diction, be your Meaſure long, 


Nor fear your Verſe be ſtiff, if Senſe be Kren a 

In proper Places, proper Numbers uſe, 

And now the quicker, now the flower chuſe, 

Too ſoon the Dach the Performance ends; 

But the flow Spondee coming Thoughts ſuſpends. 

Your laſt Attention on the Sting beſtow, 3 

To that your good, or ill Succeſs you'll owe; 

For * not Wit alone muſt ſhine, but Humour 
ow : . 

Obſerving theſe, - your Epigram's compleated ; 

Nor fear twill tire, altho' nine Times repeated. 


On ſeeing PROMETHEUS ill painted. By Mr. Cowley. 


How wretched does Prometheus State appear, 
Whilſt he his ſecond Mis'ry ſuffers here. 
Draw him no more, leſt as he tortur'd ſtands, 


He blame great rats leſs than the Painter's Hands, 
It would the Vulture's Cruelty outgo, : 


If once again his Liver thus ſhould grow. 
Pity him Jove, and his bold Theft allow; | 
The Flames he once ſtole from thee, grant him now. 


By Dr. Swift. 

As Thomas was cudgell'd one Day by his Wife, 
He took to his Heels, and ran for his Life. 
Tom's three deareſt Friends came by in the Squabble, 
And ſcreen'd him at once from the Shrew and the 

Rabble; | | | 
Then ventur'd to give him ſome wholſome Advice; 
But Tom is a Fellow of Humour ſo nice, 
Too proud to take Counſel, too wiſe to take Warning, 
He ſent to all three a Challenge next Morning. 
He fought with all three, thrice ventur'd his Fite, | 
Then went home again, and was threſh'd by his Wife, 


Venus miſtaken. By Mr. Prior. 


When Chhe's Picture was to Venus ſhown, 
Surpriz'd, the Goddeſs took it for her own 

And what, ſaid ſhe, does this bold Painter mean? 
When was I bathing thus? And naked ſeen? 
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{ 12) 
Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his Mother's Pride; 


And'who's blind now, Mamma, the Urchin ery'd ? 


Tis Ghlee's Eye, and Cheek, and Lip, and Breaſt ; 
Friend Howard's Genius, fancied all the reſt. 


The dijappointed Huſband, 


A ſcolding Wife fo long a Sleep poſſeſs'd, 

Her Spouſe preſum'd her Soul was now at Reſt, 
Sable was call'd, to hang the Room with Black, 
And all their Cheer was Sugar-rolls and Sack. 
Two mourning Staffs ſtood Centry at the Door, 


And Silence reign'd, who ne'er was there before. 


The Cloaks and Tears and Handkerchiefs prepar'd, 
They march'd in woeful Pomp to Abchurch-Yard. 


When, ſee of narrow Streets what Miſchiefs come! 


The very Dead can't paſs in quiet Home. 

By ſome rude Jolt the Coffin Lid was broke, 

And Madam from her Dream of Death awoke. 
Now all was ſpoil'd ! The Undertaker's Pay, 

Sour Faces, Cakes, and Wine quite thrown away, 
But ſome Years after, when the former Scene 
Was acted, and the Coffin nail'd again, 

The tender Huſband took eſpecial Care 

To keep the Paſlage from Diſturbance clear; 


Charging the Bearers that they tread aright, 


Nor put his Dear in ſuch another Fright. 


On a beautiful Moman with a fine Voice, who was very: 
| covetous and proud, 


So bright is thy Beauty, ſo charming thy Song, 

As had drawn both the Beaſts and their Orpheus along; 

But ſuch is thy Avarice, and ſuch is thy Pride, 

That the * muſt have ſtarv'd, and the Poet have 
8 


On Mi Floyd. By Dr. Swift. 


When Cupid did his Grandfirer ove intreat, 
To form ſome Beauty by a new Receipt; 
gue ſent, and 5 far in a Country Scene 
ruth, Innocence, Good- nature, Looks _ b 
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from which Ingredients, firſt the dext'rous Boy, 
Pick'd the Demure, the Aukward, and the Coy; 
The Graces from the Court did next provide, 
Breeding and Wit, and Air, and decent Pride. 
Theſe Venus cleans'd from every ſpurious Grain, 
Of nice Coquet, affected, pert and vain. 
ode mix'd up all, and his beſt Clay employ'd, 

hen call'd the happy Compoſition Floyd. 


Written on a Fan. By Dr. Atterbury, 


Flavia, the leaſt and ſlighteſt Toy, 

Can with reſiſtleſs Art employ ; 

This Fan, iri meaner Hands, would prove 

An Engine of ſmall Force in Love; | 

Yet ſhe, with graceful Air and Mien, 

Not to be told, or fairly ſeen, 

Directs its wanton Motion ſo, 

That it wounds more than Cupid's Bow; 

Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs Dame, 

To every other Breaſt a Flame. 

On a Company of bad Dancers to good Muſic, B 
NY f % Budgell. 2 . | 2 

How ill the Motion with the Muſic ſuits! 

So Orpheus fiddled, and ſo danc'd the Brutes. 


On the late Lora H—y. By the Earl of C—d; 


Nature whilſt H-—y's Clay was blending, 
Uncertain what the Thing would end in; 
Whether a Female, or a Male, 

A Pin dropt in, and turn'd the Scale. 


On My. T=——d's complimenting Mr. F =-=—de, on 
bis Poetry. | 


F. de writes well you ſay; ſuppoſe it true, 

You pawn your Word for him, he'll vouch for you; 
do two poor Knaves when once their Credit fail, 

To cheat the World, become each others Bail. 
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(14) 
Lingua potentior Armis. 


That Speech ſurpaſſes Force is no new Whim, 
Jove caus'd the Heavens to tremble, Juno him. 


In a Window of a Room in the Tower of London, 1, 
wrote, R. WALPOLE, 1712. Underneath it are the 
following Lines. X | 


Good unexpected, Evil unforſeen, 
Appear by Turns, as Fortune ſhifts the Scene, 
Some rais'd aloft, come — down amain, 


And fall fo hard, they bound and 7:/e again. 
By Mr. Prior. 


From her own Native France as old Aliſon paſt, 
She reproach'd Engliſb Nell with Negle&t or with 
Mili, n 
That the Slattern had left in the Hurry and Haſte, 

Her Lady's Complexion and Eye-Brows at Calais. 


Dean SwiFT being ſent for by the Lord Carteret, 
then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and waiting alone 
for ſome Time in the Council Chamber, wrote with a 


Diamond on the Window 


My very good Lord, *tis a very hard Taſk, 
For a Man to wait here, who has nothing to aſk. 


My Lord coming ſoon after into the Room, wrote under it 


thus. 


My very good Dean, there's few who come here, 
But have ſomething to aſk, or ſomething to fear. 


On Chl. 


Here Chloe lies, 
| Whoſe own bright Eyes 
Set all the World on Fire! 
And not to be 
Dngrateful, ſhe 
Did all the World admire. 
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Au Epitaph on little Stephen, a noted Fidler in Suffolk. 
Stephen and Time | 


Are now both even 
Stephen beat Time, 
Now Time beats Stephen. 


On the Burſer of a College in Oxford, cutting down the 
Trees near to the ſaid College, for his own Uſe. 


Indulgent Nature to each Creature ſhows; 

A ſecret Inſtinct to diſcern its Foes : | 

The Gooſe, a ſilly Bird, avoids the Fox; | | 
Lambs fly from Wolves, and Sailors ſteer from Rocks, 
The Thief the Gallows, as his Fate foreſees, 

And bears the like Antipathy to Trees. 


To a bad Fidler, 
Old Orpheus play'd ſo well, he mov'd old Neck, 
But thou mov'ſt nothing but thy Fiddleſtick. 
Mitten on Glaſs with the Earl of CHESTERFIELD's 
Diamond Penal. By Mr. Pope. 
Accept a Miracle inſtead of Wit; 
dee two dull Lines with Stanhope's Pencil writ. 
By Mr. Cooke. From Martial, 


Paul, ſo fond of the Name of a Poet is grown, 
With Gold he buys Verſes, and calls them his own 
Go on, Mr. Paul, nor mind what the World fays, 
They are ſurely his own for which a Man pays. 


A Marriage Certificate. By Dr. Swift. 


Under this Hedge in ſtormy weather, 

I join'd this Whore * and Rogue together; 
And none but he who made the Rhunder, 
Can put this Whore and Rogue aſunder. 


* She was big with Child when the Ceremony was 
performed. | | 
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( 16.) 


Iaſcription for a Fountain adorned with Queen ANNE"; 
and the Duke of MARLBROUGH's Statues ; and the 
chief Rivers of the World round the Mort. By 
Ar. PRIOR. 


Ye active Streams where e'er your Waters flow, 

Let diſtant Climes, and fartheſt Nations know, 

WC hat ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 

How ANNE commanded, and how MARLBROUGH 
fought. | | 


By the Earl of Dorser, 


Tell me Dorinda, why ſo gay, | 
With ſuch Embroid'ry, Fringe, and Lace? 
Can any Dreſſes find a Wa : 
To ſtop th' Approaches of Decay, 
And mend a ruin'd Face: , 


Wilt thou ſtill ſparkle in the Box, 
And ogle in the Ring: | 
Canſt thou forget thy Age and Pox, 
Can all that ſhine on Shelves or Rocks, 
Make thee a fine young Thing ? 


So have I ſeen in Larder dark, 
Of Veal a lucid Loin, | 
Replete with many a brillant Spark 
(As wiſe Philoſophers remark) 
At once both {tink and ſhine. 


On an empty Cexcomb. 


You beat your Pate, and fancy Wit will come, 
Knock as you pleaſe, there's nobody at Home. 


The advantage of having two Phyſicians 


One prompt Phyſician like a Sculler plies, 
And all his Art, and all his Skill applies; 
But two Phyſicians like a Pair of Oars, 
Convey you ſooneſt to the Stygian Shores. 
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(7) 
Liars compar' d. 


Such a Liar is Tom, there's no one can lie faſter, 
Excepting his Maid, and ſhe'll te with her Maſter. 


On a Grave-ſtone in Cirenceſter Church-yard. 


Death takes the Good, too good on Earth to ſtay, 
And leaves the bad, too bad to take away. 


On an old Maid, 


Ancient Phyllis has young Graces ; 
Tis a ſtrange Thing but a true one; 
Shall I tell you how: 
She herſelf makes her own Faces, 


And each Morning wears a new one; 
Where's the Wonder now ? 


Who's the greateſt Sinner. 


Seven Times a Day the juſt Men ſin; 

So ſpeaks the Sage our Hearts to ſoften : 
Well, the juſt Women, they fall in! 

Ah! but no Sage can tell how often. 


75 Sir Godfrey Kneller, drawing the Lady Hide's 


Picture. 


The Cyprian Queen drawn by Apelles Hand, 
Of —— Fes did the We. Ar 
But then bright Nymphs from ev'ry Part of Greece, 
Did all contribute to adorn the Piece; 

From each a ſeveral Charm the Painter took, 
For no one Mortal fo divine cou'd look: 

But happier Kneller, Fate preſents to you, 

In one, that finiſh'd Beauty which he drew, 
But oh! take Heed, for vaſt is the Deſign, 

And Madneſs *twere for any Hand but thine. 
For mocking Thunder bold Salmoneus dies; 
And *tis as raſh to imitate her Eyes. 
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( 18 ) 
Epitaph on a Country Sexton. 


Here lies old Hare, worn out with Care, 
Who whilome toll'd the Bell; 
Cou'd dig a Grave, or ict a Stave, 

And ſay Amen full well, 


For ſacred Song, he'd Sternbeld's Tongue, 
And Heptins eke allo; 

With Cough and Hem, he ſtood by them, 
As far as Lungs wou'd go. 


Many a Feaſt for Worms he dreſt, 
Himſelf then wanting Bread; 

But lo! he's gone, with Skin and Bone, 
To ſtarve em now he's dead, 


Here take his Spade, and uſe his Trade, 
Since he is out of Breath; 
Cover the Bones of him who once 


Wrought Journey-work for Death. 


Character. 


Sometimes to Senſe, ſometimes to Nonſenſe leaning 
And always blund'ring round about his Meaning. 


To the Dutcheſs of Beaufort. 


Offspring of a tuneful Sire, 

Bleſt with more than mortal Fire; 
Likewiſe of a Mother's Face, _ 
Bleſt with more than mortal Grace. 
You with double Charms ſurprize, 
With his Wit, and with her Eyes. 


The fair Fool, to Miſs — 


Selinda ſure's the brighteſt Thing, 
That decks our Earth, or breathes our Air, 
Mild are her Looks like op'ning Spring, 
And like the blooming Summer fair. 
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( 19 ) 
But yet her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lie, 
Like glaring Colours on a Wall, 
And ſtrike no farther than the Eye. 


Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feat, 
One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
S. tarv'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


ES 
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So have I ſeen with Aſpect bright, 
And tawdry Pride a Tulip ſwell, 
Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, 

Dull and inſipid to the Smell. 


By Mr. Prior. 
To 70h I ow'd great Obligation, 
But John unhappily thought fit, 
To publiſh it to all the Nation; 
Sure Jobn and J are more than quit. 
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On a Gentleman who died the Day after his Lady. 


EM She firſt departed, he for one Day try'd 
5 To live without her, lik d it not, and dy'd. 


Upon the Picture of the Lady Hide. 


When fam'd Aßpelles ſought to frame, 
Some Image of th' Idalian Dame, 
To furniſh Graces for the Piece, 
He ſummon'd all the Nymphs of Greece; 
So many Mortals were combin'd, 
'To ſhow how one Immortal ſhin'd. 
Hadſt thou thus ſat by Proxy too, 
As Venus then was ſaid to do, 
Venus herſelf, and all her Train, 
Of Goddeſſes had ſummon'd been; 
The Painter muſt have ſearch'd the Skies, 
To match the Luſtre of your Eyes. 

— Comparing then, while thus we view 
The ancient Venus and the new; 

Zut 3 In 


( 20 ) 
In her we many Mortals ſee, 
As many Goddeſſes in thee. 


. On a Town Nymph. 


Pright as the Day, and as the Morning fair, 
Such Chloe is, — but common as the Air. 


On ſome Snow that melted on a Lady's Breaſl. 


"Thoſe envious Flakes came down in haſte, 
To prove her Breaſt fo fair; 

Grieving to find themſelves ſurpaſt, 
 Dittolv'd into a Tear. | 


On a Woman grown exceedingly demure after Marriage. 
Chloe new-married, looks at Men no more; 
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I like the Fellow's Whim = 
For why? She horns him, ſo the Jilt 
Belongs but half to him. 


5 On a bad" Huſhand. 


On his Death-bed poor Lubin lies, 
His Spouſe is in Deſpair; 

With frequent Sobs, and mutual Cries 
They both expreſs their Care. | 


A different Cauſe, ſays Parſon fy, 
The ſame Effect may give; 
Poor Lubin fears that he (hall die, 
His Wife, that he may live. 


_ i Why then, tis plain, for what ſhe look'd before. 
1 | | 
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Upon a Patch on a Lady's Face. 


That artful Speck upon your Face, 
| Had been a Foil on one leſs fair; 
In her it hides a wounding Grace, 


And ſhe, in Mercy plac'd it there. 
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( 21) 
On the choice of a Wife. 
When Loveleſs married Lady Jenny, 
Whoſe Beauty was the ready Penny : 


I choſe her, ſays he, like old Plate, 
Not for the Faſhion, but the Weight. 


The Pretender's Wiſh, 


George came to the Crown without ſtriking a Blow, 
Ah! quoth the Pretender, wou'd I cou'd do fo. 


Upon a Cravat fleariſt'd by Mrs. — 


When Mira caſts around her conquering Eyes, 

A thouſand Victims fall a Sacrifice; : 
No Bounds her Charms acknowledge, but her Will; 
And whereſoe'r ſhe darts, a Look can kill; 

Why ſhould ſhe then new Artifices find, 5 
To extend her Power, and vanquiſh human Kind? 
Cannot the pointed Rays ſhot from her Eyes, 

Her graceful Perſon, and her Mien ſuffice; 

But ſhe muſt triumph in acquired Art, 

And turn her very Needle to a Dart? 


On MILTON. 


Three Poets in three diſtant Ages born, 

Greece, Itah, and England did adornz _ 

The firſt in Loftineſs of Thought ſurpaſt, 
The next in Majeſty, in both the laſt. 

The force of Nature cou'd no farther go. 
To make a third, ſhe join'd the former two. 


Written in the blank Leaf of an Ovid. 
Ovid is the ſureſt Guide, 

You can find to ſhew the Way, 
To a Woman, Maid, or Bride, 

Who intends to go aſtray. * 


- 


To a Lady who commended another's Eyes. © 
In vain by Parallels you ftrive, 
 Panthea's Eyes to praile | 
| | F 5 Perfection, 
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( 22 ) 


When Gammar Gurton firſt J knew, 
Four Teeth in all ſhe reckon'd, 


——_— of 7 . 1 


Perfection, which we can't conceive, Co 
Itſelf alone diſplays. / 
Gaze on them on] if you'd know Co 
What dazzling * they dart; ; vy 
But, if what piercing Shafts they throw, - © 
Then view my wounded Heart. | EY 
| | On Love. 
Love is begot by Fancy, breed g 
By Ignorance, by Expectation fed, SID 
Deſtroyed by Rapwlelge, and at beſt, Poor 
Loft in the Moment *tis poſleſt. To i 
On an ugly old Maid that painted. 1 
Leave off thy Paint, Perfumes, and, Vouthful Dreſs, Kind 
And Nature's Falling, honeſtly confeſs; _ pee. And, 
Double we ſee thoſe Faults, which Art wou'd mend; 
Plain downright Uglineſs wou'd lets offend. 
Phyllis's Age. 5 
How old may Phyllis be, you aſk, A1 
Whoſe Beauty thus all Hearts engages ? 
To anſwer is no eaſy Taſk; . 
For ſhe has really two Ages, * 
Stiff in Brocade, and pinch'd in Stays, * 
Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on; 
All Day let Envy view her Face, 
And Phyllis is 5 twenty- one. 8. 
Paint, Patches, Jewels, laid aſide, 
At Night Aſtronomers agree, B 
The Evening has the Day bely'd, 
And Phyllis is ſome forty-three. 
From Martial, Lib. I. Ep. 20. Wo 
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1 273 ) | 
Comes a damn'd Cough, and whips out two, 
And t'other two a ſecond. 5 


Courage, old Dame, and do not fear 
The third, whene'er it comes; 

Give me but t'other Jug of Beer, 
And I'll inſure your Gums, 


On a Miſer, and a Spendthrift. 


Rich Gr#pe does all his Thoughts and Cunning bend, 
T” encreaſe titat Wealth he wants a Soul to ſpend ; 
Poor Shifter does his whole Contrivance ſet 
To ſpend that, Wealth he wants the Senſe to get; 
How happy wou'd to each appear his Fate, 
Had Gripe his Humour, or he Gr:pe's. Eſtate ! 
els, Kind Fate and Fortune! blend 'em if you can, 
pre And, of two Wretches, make one happy Man. 
ad ; 
On: a Devotee... 
Pious Selinda goes to Pray'rs, 
If I but aſk the Favour; 
And yet, the tender Fool's in Tears, 
When ſhe believes I'Il leave her. 


Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 
Or elſe had Hopes to win her; 
Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a Saint, 
Or I of her a Sinner. 


The true Reaſon. 
Selinda ne'er appears till Night; | 
And what won't female Envy fay ? | 
But well ſhe knows, ſhe ſhines fo bright, 
Her Preſence may ſupply. the Day. . 


On a pretty common Foman 


Wou'd thou had'ſt Beauty leſs, or Virtue more; 
For nothing's ugher than a pretty V hore. 


m- . | On. 


— mk . AE 9 Ex + % 
—— 


* 
— of 


—— 


. ** 
—_ ago . 
- . 2 
SED 8 ” 2 
r 
RC — ͤ— — 
— * 


— _ 

2 — No: 
* — Y * 

— = 

5 

1 


a 
_— —— 
— 8 5 * — 
— — 


— 
ae 
S—_ 


— 


————— 


3 ——̃ ͤ —»-— * 
E ĩ˙ ABB I a 
b cr — £ — A 93925 2 4 
> 2 3 2 — — — 
= - - 5 


= 


hg Los * == 
* — — — > 


33 
2 


2 


e 
2 e 
*— =” DEI" 


. 

Ie 
wy — 
— 


> 
5 — = pa >> 
* Sr — = 
= 2 — 55 ? 8 
— * _ 
Ls - > 


(24) 
On @ pretiy Lady of ill Temper. 


Did Celia's Perſon and her Mind agree, 


What Mortal cou'd behold her and be free? 
But Nature has, in Pity to Mankind, 
Enrich'd the Image, ad defac'd the Mind, 


On the Death of Mary, Counteſs of Pembroke. 


Underneath this ſable Hearſe, 

Lies the Subject of all Verſe, 
Sidney's Siſter, Pembroke's Mother, 
| Death! ere thou haſt kill'd another, 
Fair and learn'd, and good as ſhe, 
Time ſhall throw his Bart at thee. 


On Dr. Cade, dying by Bis own Recipe. 
Cade who had ſlain ten thouſand Men 
With that ſmall Inſtrument-a Pen, 
Being fick, unluckily he try'd 
The Point upon himſelf, and dy'd. 

A Lover's Anger. - 

As Chloe came into the Room tother Day, 
J, peeviſh began, Where fo long cou'd you ſtay ? 
In your Life-time you never regarded your Hour, 


Lou promis'd at Two, and pray look, Child, 'tis 


Four; 


A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures nor Wheels; 
*Tis enough that tis loaded with Baubles and Seals; 


A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bea: 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. | 
Lord bleſs me ! cry'd ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak | 


Here's an ugly hard Roſe-bud fell into my Neck: 


It has hurt me, and vex'd me to ſuch a Degree; 


But I know you wou'd never believe one; pray ſee 


On the left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it has made.. 


So faying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd ; 
That Seat of Delight I with Wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot e' ery Word I deſign'd to have ſaid, 


On 


6 


On Mr. Hearn, the great Antiquary. 


Pox on't, ſays Time to Thomas Hearn, 
Whatever I forget, you learn. 


A Lady wrote upon a Window fame Verſes, intimating 
her Deſign of never marrying ; under which a Gen- 
tleman wrote the following Lines. 


The Lady who this Reſolution took, 
Wrote it on Glaſs, becauſe it ſhould be broke. 


' To an angry Rival, 
Tis not the Fear of Death or Smart, 
Makes me averſe to fight : 


But to preſerve 'a tender Heart, 
Not mine, but Celia's Right. 


Then let your Fury be ſuppreſt, 
Not me, but Celia ſpare; 

Your Sword is welcome to my Breaſt, 
When Celia is not there. 


„ The Muſual Conteſt. 


Some ſay, that Signior Bononcini, 

Compar'd to Handel's a meer Ninny ; 
Others aver, that to him Handel 

Is ſcarcely fit to hold the Candle. 

Strange, that fuch high Diſputes ſhou'd be, 
Twixt Tweedledum and Tweedledee, 


Written in the Window of the S of St. 
Patrick in Dublin. By Dr. elany. 


Are the Gueſts of this Houſe {till doom'd to be cheated. 

Sure the Fates have decreed, they by Halves ſhou'd 
be treated! h | 

In the Days of old Fon *, if you came here to dine. 

You had Choice of good Meat, but no Choice of 
good Wine; ah 


* The late Dean. 
In 


| 85 ( 26 ) 
In Jonathan's + Reign, if you come here to eat, 
You have Choice of good Wine, but no Choice of 
ood Meat. | | 

Oh Tove/ then how fully might all Sides be bleſt, 
Wou'dit thou but agree to this humble Requeſt; 
Put both Deans in one; or, if that's too muck 
a Trouble, | | 
Inſtead of the Dean, make the Deanery double. 


On a Feather in a Lady's Hair. 


If C—r4 but wear it, a Feather's a Charm, 

Ah! who can be ſafe, when a Feather can harm? 
Since firſt J beheld, what a Life have I led! 

All Joy and Content with that Feather are fled. 
Fly, Youth ! from this Beauty, whoever thou art ; 
And warn'd by the Feather, beware of the Dart 


From Martial, Lib. iv. Ep. 48. 


Farus invited me to ſup: of late; 2: 
The Food was ſcanty, but the Wealth was great; 
Vaſt empty Plates and Cups of Gold were ſerv'd ; 
My Eyes were feaſted, but my Guts were ſtarv'd. 
Varus! I did not come to gaze, but eat; 


So take away your Plates, or bring ſome Meat. 


The Monument. 


A Monſter in a Courſe of Vice grown old, 
Leaves to his gaping Heir his ill-gain'd Gold; 


Strait breathes his Buſt, ſtrait are his Virtues ſhown, 


Their Date commencing with the ſculptur'd Stone. 
If on his ſpacious Marble we rely, 

Pity a Worth like his ſhou'd ever die! 

If Credit to his real Life we give, 

Pity a Wretch like him ſhou'd ever live.. 


From Martial, Lib. viii. Ep. 19. 


Cinna crys out, I am not worth a Groat; 
And is, Plague on him, what he wou'd be thought. 


+ Dr. Swift, the then Dean. 
On 
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On ſetting up Mr. Butler's Monument in Weſtmin= 
5 ſter-Abbey. 


Whilſt Butler, needy Wretch ! was ſtill alive, 5 

No gen'rous Patron wou'd a Dinner give? 

See him, when ſtarv'd to Death, and turn'd to: 
Duſt, 

Preſented with a monumental Buſt! 

The Poet's Fate is here in Emblem ſhown; 

He aſk'd for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 


The Critical Moment. By Mr. Prior 


How capricious was Nature and Art to poor Nell / 
She w_ p_—_ her Cheeks, at the Time her Noſe 
e 1 DE | 
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To Miſe **** 


We Men have many Faults, 
Poor Women have but two ;— 

There's nothing good they fay ; 
There's nothing good: they do.. 


In Chaucer's Style. 


Fair Saſan did her Wife-hede well menteine, 

Algates aſſaulted ſore by Letchours tweine. 

Nov, and J read aright that auntian Song, 
Old were the Paramours, the Dame full young. 
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Had thilke ſame Tale in other Guiſe been tolde, 

S Had been young) pardie, and they been olde, 

: That, by St. Kit, had wrought much ſorer Tryal; 
Full marvellous, I wrote, were ſwilk Denyal. 


Advice to Miſs *** * 
If Youth and Beauty fade, my Dear, 


Impart them wiſely while you may ;, 
If fill they laſt, why ſhou'd you fear 
To' give, what none can take away ?. 
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(23 ) 


The Eye-Brorbo. ] 
Her Eye-Brow Box one Morning loſt, | 


The beſt of Folks are oft'neſt croſt, 
Sad Hellen thus to Jenny ſaid, | 
Her careleſs, but afflicted Maid: | 


Put me to Bed then, wretched Fane / : 
Alas! when ſhall I rife again? 

I can behold no Mortal now ; 

For what's an Eye without a Brow ? 


On the ſame. 5 , Fi... 
Hellen was juſt ſlip'd into Bed, . Her « 
Her n on the Toilet lay; | The 


Away the Kitten with them fled, 


As Fees belonging to her Prey. | 
2 | Mar 
For this Misfortune careleſs Jane, But 
Aſſure yourſelf, was loudly rated; | In ar 
And Madam getting up again, Tw 
With her own Hand the Mouſe-trap baited. But! 
| His ( 
On little Things, as Sages write, 2 
Depends our human Joy, or Sorrow; 
If we don't catch a Moute To- night, 13 
Alas! no Eye-Brows for To-morrow. Cl * 
On the Lady Eſſex, who was a Dutchwoman. * 
The braveſt Hero, and the brighteſt Dame, | Scou 
From Belgia's happy Clime, Britannia drew; Mor 
One pregnant Cloud, we find, does often frame How 
The awful Thunder, and the gentle Dew. Prou 
: Here 
Advice to a Poet. This 
Before Apollis Shrine I pray ldd 
That I by Verſe to Fake might riſe : 2 
Read the beſt Poet, Phoebus ſaid. Pc 
And place his Works before your Eyes. F 


Beſt 


(29) 
Beſt Poet! oh! rent Phebus, how, 
How may this Pattern Wit be found ? 
What Age produc'd the Man, whom thou, 
With this high Character haſt crown'd. 


Does he among the Dead reſide, 
Or dwell with thoſe who now ſurvive; 
Thus F— when Phebus quick reply'd; 
Go, aſk if Prior's ſtill alive. 


On the Dutcheſs of St Alban's. 


The Line of Vere, fo long renown'd in Arms, 
Concludes with Luſtre in St. Alban's Charms; 

Her cons ON have made their Race complete; 
They roſe in Valour, and in Beauty ſet. 


| On a haſly Marriage. 
Married ! *tis well! a mighty Blefling ! 
But poor's the Joy, no Coin poſſeſſing. 
In ancient Time, when Folk did wed, 
Twas to be one at Board and Bed, 

But hard's his Caſe, who can't afford, 
His Charmer either Bed or Board. 


Dream. 


I dream'd, that buried in my fellow Clay, 

Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I lay, | 

And, as ſo mean a New bour ock d my Pride, 
Thus, like a Corps of Conſequence, I cry'd: 
Scoundrel, begone; and henceforth touch me not; 
More Manners learn, and at a Diſtance rot. 

How! Scoundrel ! in a haughtier Fone, ſaid he; 


Proud Lump of Dirt! I ſcorn thy Words, and thee; 


Here all are equal; now thy Caſe is mine; 
This is my Rotting-place, and that is thine. 


The Emperor Adrian's Verſes ta his Soul, imitated. 


Poor, little, pretty, flutt'ring Thing! 
Muſt we no longer live together ? 
And doſt thou prune thy trembling Wing, 
To take thy Flight, the Lord Ewe whither? 
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(30) 
Thy hum'rous Vein, thy pleaſing Foll 
Lies all neglected. all be; 0 
And penſive, wav'ring Melancholy, 
Thou 3 and hop'ſt, thou know'ſt not 
what. | s 


Addreſsd to the Lady ***, 
See, ſee, ſhe wakes! Sabina wakes ! 
And now the Sun begins to riſe | 
Leſs glorious is the Morn that breaks 
From his bright Beams, than her fair Eyes. 


With Light united, Day, they give; 

But diffrent Fates, ere Night tulb6l ; 

How many by his Warmth will live! 
How many will her Coldneſs kill! 


The Lady's Hering her Looking-Glaſs to Venus. 


Venus] take my votive Glaſs ; 
Since I am not what I was; 
What, from this Day, I ſhall be 

Venus! let me never ſee. 


On a young Gentleman and his young Mather, who had 
each laſt an Eye. T2 


Young Acon wants, Lunilla wants an Eye; 

Or either might with Gods in Beauty vie; N 

'T hoſe 2 ſweet Youth, which ſhine apart ſo 
Tally | 

No longer with thy blooming Mother ſhare ; 

Oh! let thy Light adorn Lunilla's Brow ; 

So ſhall ſhe Venus be, blind Cupid thou. 


Mat is Thought? 


The Hermit's Solace in his Cell, 
The Fire that warms the Poet's Brain; 

'The Lover's Heaven, or his Hell; * 
The Mad-man's Sport, the Wiſe-man's Pain. 


The 


22588222 


(31) 


The Feather. 7 


In FlrimePs Arms as quite out of Breath, 

il kiſs thee my Charmer, I'll kiſs thee to Death 

Cry'd Thyrfis in Raptures—but ſoon on her Breaſt, 

He ſunk down his 3 and compos'd him to reſt. 

Not long had they lain thus, unactive together, 

Ere the Wanton pluck'd forth from the Bolſter a 
| Feather, : 

And graſping him hard, till he open'd his Eyes, 

In Tok of Deriſion, the witty one cries— 

To prevent being kill'd in the Manner you ſaid, 

I reſolve with this Feather, to chop off your Head. 


An Epitaph on Mr. Foor, 


Here 2 one Foor, whoſe Death may Thouſands 
ſave; 


For Death has now ONE F oo within the Grave. 


The Scotch Weather-WWife. 


Scotland, thy Weather's like a modiſh Wife 
Thy Finds and Rains maintain perpetual Strife: 
So zermagent, awhile Len Fn tries, 

And, when ſhe can no longer /cold—ſhe cries. 


French Gentleman dining with ſome co on a 
Faſt Day, called for ſome Bacon and Eggs. he reſt 
were very angry, and reprov'd him for # heinous a 
Sin. Hereupon he wrote the following Lines. 


Who can believe with common Senſe, 
A Bacon-ſlice gives God Offence |! 
Or, how a Herring hath a Charm, 
Almighty Anger to diſarm ! 
Wrapt up in Majeſty divine, 

Does he regard on what we dine? 


Upon Dean Swift leaving his Fortune to build an 
Hoſpital for Ideois. 


The Dean muſt die, vile Ideots to maintain ; 
Periſh, ye Ideots ! -- and long live the Dean. 
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WW The Military Beaux. 

5 Tis ſaid that the Soldiers fo lazy are grown, 

. With Luxury, Plenty, and Eaſe, 

| | That they more for their Carriage than Courage are 


known ; 
And ſcarce know the Uſe of a Piece, 


Let them ſay what they will, ſince it nobody galls, 
And exclaim out ſtill louder and louder ; 
For there ne'er was more Money expended in Balls ; 
Or a greater Conſumption of Powder. | 


j The WISE LAwYER; or Fees on both Sides flrit 

rol 5 Fuſtice, 

| Old Counfellor Double, well vers'd in the Laws. 

Can never conſent to loſe Client or Cauſe: 

N Hence oft the wiſe Sage we at Veſiminſter ſe: 

1 On each Side retain'd, and on each Side take Fee. 
Yet ſay not, too raſhly, he forfeits his Troth, 

Jo neither he's falſe, when he pleaſes em both. 
While one he will charm by his ſtrenuous Bawl, 
He'll gain Yother's Cauſe, by not ſpeaking at all. © 


On a Play-houſe Diſpute at Weſtminſter-Hall. 


Players and Patentees at Law are hot, 
To know who are the Beggars, who are not, 
Ye mighty Kings and Chieftains of the Stage“ 
On this great Point ſuſpend awhile your Age: 
But one Year more at Weſtminſter contend, | 


And, faith, ye'll all be Beggars at the End. 


To the Rev, Dr. L—)\, 8 by his Sermon vo the 
Support of the Charity Children at Tunbridge Wells, 
where the Collection was ſmall. - 


In vain you ſhow a happy Nation, 

The Goſpel's gracious Difpenſation ; | 
And plead, from thence, to bring up Youth 
To early Piety and Truth; 

To unattentive Ears you preach 


What Miſery alone can teach, 
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( 33 ) 
Tis ſaid, Hibernia boaſts a Flood 
Famous for petrifying Wood | 
Tunbridge, thy. min'ral Streams, we know, 
A Freon Transformation ſhow; _ 
Their dire Effects the Wretched feel, 
Thy Waters turn the Heart to Szeel. 


Another en the ſame Occaſion. 


So little given at Chapel Door / 

This People; doubtleſs, ut be poor; 

So much at Gaming thrown away, 

No Nation fure ſo rich as they. | 
Britons! *twere greatly for your Glory, . 
Shou'd thoſe who ſhall tranſmit your Story, 
Their Notions of your Grandeur frame, 
Not as you give, but as you game. 


On the KiNG's STATUE placed on the Top of 
| Bloomſpury-Steeple. 
The King of Great Britain was reckon'd before, 
The Head of the Ghurch by all good Chriſtian 
People ; | _ 
His Subjects of Bloomſbury have added one more 


To his Titles—and made him the Head of the 
Steeple, 


On the ſame. 
At Stoch s- Market and Charing 
No longer ſtand ſtaring, 


But turn your Eyes this Way, good People; 
For a Man on a Hora 


Is a Matter in Courſe; 
But lo! here's a Man on a Steeple. 


n an OPERA: 


An Op' ra like a Pillory, may be ſaid 
To nail our Ears down, but expoſe our Head. 


On 
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1 On the Power of Muſic: 
: The Force of Muſic beſt is found, 


When Soul ſubſervient is to Sound. 
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Occaſicned by a Report, that her Grace the Dutcheſs 


Shou'd ſhe attempt th' heroick Story 
Of the illuſtrious ChurchilPs Glory, 
It ſcarce wou'd buy the Paper. 


i. . N In Grantham Church-yard. 
WT hn Palfryman who lyeth here, 
"FRY as aged twenty-four Year; 
1 And in this Place his Mother lies: 
* . Alſo his Father, when he dies, 

- BUY Advice tu Tom ** * *. 


Wou'd you to Orcus' Shades deſcend, 

To be exempt from Care; 

You need but wench, and tipple well, 
And you will ſoon get there. 
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On a young Gentleman of good Parts, but a great Rake, 
As Fricus Bawdy ſung, mg ſpoke, 


S 


Says Biblio, prithee hu 
Where is the Humour, where the Joke, 
- To ſhow you cannot bluth ? 


Another, 


Nature has done her Part; do thou but thine ; 
Learning and Senſe let Decency refine ; 

For vain Applauſe tranſgreſs not Virtue's Rules: 
A witty Sinner is the worlt of Fools. 


The 


1 Dewager of Marlborough had offered a Reward of 
_—_ oO! to the Poet who ſhould beft exert his Genius in 
=_ Honour of the late Duke her Huſband. 
_ Five hundred Pounds! too ſmall a Boon 
1 To put a Poet's Muſe in Tune, 
1 That nothing may eſcape her; 
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(as) 
The falſe PATRIOT. 


Curſe on that ſordid Miſer's Luſt of Gold, 
By whom his Country's Intereſt is fold, 
Auletes cries; and with a Patriot's Voice 
Declares, or Liberty, or Death's my Choice ; 


But when N——-e whiſpers in his Ear. 


Your Vote ſhall gain Two thouſand Pounds a Year 
With an obſequious Bow he thanks his Grace, 


And wonders how he cou'd. miſtake the Caſe. 


On Mr. John Day. 
Here hes the Body of John Day; 
What young John! no, no. Old John? Aye. 


On Richard Button, Ei; ak was interr'd in a 
Church near Saliſbury. 


Oh Sun! Moon! Stars! and ye celeftial Poles ! 
Are Graves then dwindled into Button-holes ® 


On a Man eating rotten Cheeſe, 


Zack eating rotten Cheeſe, did ſay, 
Like Sampſon, I my thouſands ſlay ; 
J vow, quoth Roger, fo you do, 
And with the ſelt-ſame Weapon too. 


Cn a Lady's half-maſting herſelf when ſbe ſmil'd, 
So when the Sun, with his meridian Light, 
Too fiercely darts upon our feeble Sight. 


We thank th' officious Cloud, by whoſe kind Ard 
We view his Glory leſſen'd in a Shade. 


On the LauRtaT. By Mr. P—, 


In merry old England it once was a Rule, 
The King had his Poet, and alfo his Fool ; 
But now we're ſo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
That (r can ſerve both for Fool and for Poet. 


On 
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On a famous Phyſician cad out of Church, 


While holy Pray'rs to Heaven were made, 
One ſoon was heard, and anſwer'd too, 
Save us from ſudden Death ! was ſaid, 
And trait from Church Sir John withdrew, 


The Refionation. 


My ſickly Spouſe, with many a Sigh, 

Ott ls I ſhall die: MN 

I griev'd; but recollected ſtrait, 

—* Tis bootleſs—to contend with Fate; 
So reſignation to Heaven's Will, 
—Prepar'd me for ſucceeding III: 

»Twas well it did; for on my Life, 
Twas Heav'n's Will to ſpare my Wife. 


Saving Advice to Edmund Curl, on his late advertifing 
a Third Volume of Letters. 
Curl! let me adviſe you, whatever betides, 
To let this third Volume alone; 


The ſecond's ſufficient for all our Backſides, 
So pray keep the third for your own. 
A Friendly Conteſt. 


While Cam and Vis their fad Tribute bring, 
Of rival Grief, to weep their pious King, 


The Bards of Js half had been forgot, 


Had not the Sons of Cam in Pity wrote . 
From their learn'd Brothers they took off the Curſe 
And prov'd their Verſe not bad — by writing worſes 


On a young Lady refuſing to ſhow her Hand. 


No Argument cou'd Celia move, ä 
With ſtrong Reluctance ſtill ſhe ſtrove 
Her lovely Hand to hide: | 

The Caſe is plain, ſhe was afraid, 
That plac'd in view, it might be faid 
"F'was by her Hand they dy'd. 


On 


| 1 
On a — By Dean Swift. 


My Age is not a Moment's Stay; 

1 Birth the ſame with my Decay; 

I ſavour ill; no Colour know; 8 
And fade, the Inſtant that I blow. 


Defign'd for the Monument of Sir Iſaac Newton. 
Approach, ye Wiſe of Soul! with Awe divine; 
"Tis Newton's Name that conſecrates this Shrine ! 
That Sun of Knowledge, whoſe meridian Ray 
Kindled the Gloom of Nature into Day 
That Soul of Science! that unbounded Mind! 

That Genius which exalted human Kind! 

Confeſs'd ſupreme of Men! his Country's Pride! 

And half-eſteem'd an Angel, *till he d d ; 

Who in the Eye of Heav'n, like Enoch ſtood, 

And _ the Path's of Knowledge, walk'd with 

op; | 

Who made his Fame a Sea without a Shore, 

And but forſook one World, to know the Laws 
of more. = 


Epitaph on a Miſer. | 


Beneath this verdant Hillock lies 
Demur, the Wealthy and the Wile. 
His Heirs, that he may ſafely reſt, 
Have put his Carcaſe in a Cheſt; | 
The very Cheſt, in which, they ſay, 
His other Self, his Money, lay, yr 
| And if his Heirs continue kind, 
| To that dear Self he left behind, 
5 I dare believe, that four in five 


Will think his better half alive. 


Epitaph on the much lamented Death of Mr. William 


Wells, after of the Bear-Garden at Marybone. 
Shed, O ye Combatants ! a Flood of Tears; 
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Howl, all ye Dogs! roar, all ye Bulls and Bears! 
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( 38 
Ye Butchers weep ; for TM doubt, are Grievers, 
And ſound his Loſs with Marrow-bones and Cleavers; 
Hells is no more——yet Death hath been ſo kind, 
That he hath left his Bulls and Bears behind. 


To a Lady, flung by a Bee. 


To heal the Wound a Bee had made 
Upon my Delia's Face, 
Its Honey to the Part ſhe laid, 


=_ And bid me kiſs the Place. 
= Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the Wound 


Suck'd both the Sweet and Smart; 


5 The Honey on my Lips I found, - 


The Sting went thro' my Heart. , 
The Balance of Europe. 


Now Europe's balanc'd, neither Side prevails ; 
For nothing's left in either of the Scales. 


True Riches. 


Iris, tho' wanting Gold and Lands, 
Lives chearful, eaſy; and content; 
Corvus, unbleſs'd, with twenty Hands 

Employ'd to count his Rent. 
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Sages of Lombard; tell me which 
Of theſe you think poſſeſſes more? 
One with his Poverty is rich, 
And one with all his Wealth is poor, 
To. the Lady *. 
Long did great ode the weighty Point debate, 
ends Ne or G5d des te create. 
Irreſolute, he cry'd, What muſt be done! 
We'll form a Nymph and Goddeſs both in one: 
But from what Pattern of celeſtial Race | 
The Features of her heavenly Part to:trace? 
Shall lovely Venus to the Picture fit? 
Or ſhall we copy Pallas Mien and Wit? 


Still 


Still unr 
As from 
| Hence b 
| As Palla 


With V 
In vain ' 


Nor had 


Nor had 


Show'd ! 
And o'e 
Thy Po 
Wou'd 
Thy dre 
And riſe 
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Reſolve 
Want 


Subdue. 
And ad 


rs, 
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Still 


Still unreſolv'd, thus to the heavenly Maid, 


As Pallas gracefu 


Nor had frail Adam fell, nor Milton wrote. 


FThat I can do, when all I have is gone.” 


( 39 ) 


As from his Hand ſhe roſe, Be hoth at once, he ſaid; 
Hence both in thy lov'd Compoſition meet, | 
l and as Venus ſweet. 


is 
> 
1 
i; 
4 
N 
1 
— 
| 
l 
I 
f 
it 
1 
4 
1 
| 
l 


Written in a Lady's Milton. 


With Virtue ſtrong as your's had Eve been arm'd, 
In vain the Fruit had blaſh'd, or Serpent charm'd; 
Nor had our Bliſs by Peniterice been bought, 


To the KING, on his Navy. 


Shou'd Nature's Self invade the World again, 

And o'er the Center ſpread the liquid Main, 

Thy Pow'r were ſafe, and her deſtructive Hand 
Wou'd hut enlarge the Bounds of thy Command; 
Thy dreadful Fleet wou'd ſtyle thee Lord of all, 
And rife in Triumph o'er the drowned Ball; 
Thoſe Tow'rs of Oak o'er fertile Plains might go, 
And viſit Mountains where they once did grow. 


Epitaph on a Miſer married to a Goguette, 
Here reſteth Jahn, midſt other Clay, | 
Who heap'd up Riches every Day, | 8 
And never gave one Doit away; 
Parted with nothing all his Life, 


But what in common was— his Wife. 


On g profuſe Duke and Sir John Cutler. 


His Grace's Fate, ſage Cutler cou'd foreſee, 
And well, he thought, advis'd him, Live like me.“ 
As well his Grace reply'd, Like-you, Sir John ! 


Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe is worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty Purſe ? 
On the Death of an Undertaker. 


dubdued by Death, here Death's great Herald lies, 
And adds a Trophy to ca . y 
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Bade me Clarinda write 
* 


Sir Toby intended to follow his Noſe. 


( 40) 


"Yet ſure he was prepar'd who, while he'd Breath, 
Made it his Buſineſs ſtill to look for Death. 


. The Naonhariel. 


| Farly this Morn, a Time to Muſes kind, 
Willing to draw one Woman to my Mind, 


Wiſe without Pride, without Coquetting fair, 
Chaſte as the unblown Roſe, yet free as Air 

In Language ęaſy, and in Temper ſweet, 

And moderately learn'd, and ſimply great; 

Who ne'er one Step from Virtue's Paths had trod, 
True to her Friend, but truer to her Gop. 

—But, when I on the Picture thought, I cry'd, 

No ſuch can be, and flung my Pen aſide. 

My Muſe then kindly rs; Such can be, 

and that was ſhe. 


Beauty too dazhng. 


Dorinda's ſparkling Wit and Eyes, 
Uniting, caſt too fierce a Light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 

Pains not the ; "ing but hurts the Sight. 
Love, is a calmer, gentler Joy, 
Smooth as his Looks, and ſoft his Pace; 
Her Cupid is a Black-guard Boy, 

That runs his Link full in my Face. 


Sir Toby's Journey. 


As Sir To reePd home, with his Skin full of Wine, 
To his 2 in the Square, from his Friends at the 
8 2 | 
He ſnuff'd the freſh Air, and his Noddle turn'd round; 
He ſtagger'd,——but gain'd not an Inch of his 
round; | | 
Get home! quoth the Knight; why, this ne'er 
can do, | | | 
If for one Step gain'd forward, I backward reel two: 
I'Il return to the Vine. So, as one may ſuppoſe, 
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But this retrogade Knight ne'er alter'd his Pace, 
And, gaining Ground backwards, found out the 
right Place: | Rs 

That Sot's Mathematics at length did prevail, 
And Sir Toby ſteer'd home by the Help of his Tail. 


On Mit. : 
True Wit is like the brillant ſtone, 
Dug: from the Indian Mine; 


Which boaſt two various Pow'rs in one, 
To cut as well as ſhine. 


Genius like that, if poliſh'd right, 
With the ſame Gift abounds, | 
Appears at once both keen and bright, 
And ſparkles while it wounds. 


On a Shadow. 


The Sun now clear, ſerene the golden Skies, 
Where e'er you go, as fait the Shadow flies : 

A Cloud ſucceeds : The Sunſhine now 1s o'er, 

The fleeting Phantom fled, is ſeen no more. 
With your bright Day, its Progreſs too does end ; 
dee here, vain Man! the Picture of your Friend. 


On a ſtingy Beau. 


Curio's rich Side- board ſeldom ſees the Light, 

Clean is his Kitchen, and his Spits are bright; 

His Knives and Forks, all rang'd in even Rows, 

No Hands moleſt, or Fingers interpoſe; 

the A curious Jack, hung up to pleaſe the Eye, 
For ever {till ; whoſe Flyers never fly; 

ad; His Plates unſullied, ſhining on the Shelf; 

his For Curio dreſſes nothing, but himſelf, 


Ser On the Atchievement over the Door f 


| The Coat exactly with his Manners ſuits : 
vo: How near a kin the Maſter and the Brutes ;. 
, His Qualities were ne'er ſo well expreſs'd, 
Wolves his Supporters, _ a Bear his Creſt. 


3 The 


( 42 ) 

The Dueftion anſwer d. 
Why is a handſome Wife ador'd 
By every Coxcomb, but her Lord ? 
From yonder Puppet-man enquire, 

Who wiſely hides his Wood and Wire: 

Shews Sheba's Queen completely dreit, 
And Solomon in royal Veit; 
But view them litter'd on the Floor, 
Or ſtrung on Pegs behind the Door, 


Punch is exactly of a Piece 
With Lorraiu's Duke or Prince of Greece. 


On Cold. 
The Latin Word for cold, one aſk'd his Friend, 
It is, ſaid he, — is at my finger's end. 
0, a lad Painter. 


Fabius, you ſay, is much inclin'd 
Each Cheek with too-much red to fill ; 
His Pieces only bluſh to find : 
The Painter draws their Looks ſo ill. 


On the Derivation of the Word News. 


The Word explains itſelf without the Muſe, 
And the four Letters ſpeak from whence comes News, 
From North, Eaft, V gſt, South, the Solution's made, 


Each Quarter gives Accounts of War and Trade. 
Hope and Fear. 


W ho has the better Game ſtill fears the End, 
Who has the worſe, ſtill hopes his Game will mend. 


On Mr. Budgell's Propoſal of publiſhing an accurate 
Tranſlation of a Book, 557 had been already tran- 
ſlated. 


Dulneſs, good Goddeſs, chanc'd to ſee, 
The Product of a Bel Eſprit z 


Which 


rate 
An- 


hich 


(43) 
Which clearly does the Cauſes mention, 
Of Roman Grandeur and Declenſion, 
Penn'd in pure French ſo very ſprightly, 
She judg'd twou'd take, and judg'd it rightly. 


Quoth ſhe, ſo much TI hate this Nation, 

I'll damn this Author in Tranſlation, 
Then, to concert her Purpoſe well, 

She haſtned to Oblivion's Cell; 

And found her moping over Tindal, 

For ſhe reads all, who e'er have been dull. 


Siſter, ſaid ſhe, you muſt befriend me, 

And ſome ſpare Blickhead quickly lend me; 

Lay by that old Religion-hater, 

And let him have your wort Tranſlator; 

Some drudging Foe to Wit and Merit, 
| Moſt ft to damp an Author's Spirit. 


j 


Oblivion, ſmiling, cry'd, I have 

The Flow'r of Dunces in my Cave, 

And one, who I can ſafely ſwear, 

Will ſuit your Purpoſe to a Hair; 

He is your Darling, or I judge ill; 

Here — Humdrums — call your Brother  Budgell 


On ſome Authors honour'd by her Maje/ty. 


When Virtue reigns, to Liberty a Friend, | 
Men read with Judgment, and with Taſte commend, 
Fond to be wiſe, ambitious, ſome explore | 
Newton's amazing Depths, untry'd, before, 8 
And dig with Pleaſure in ſo rich an Ore; 
Moolſton inſtructs an unattentive Age, 
And teaches Virtue in familiar Page. 8 
5 Locke aſſiſted, the enquiring few, 

he darker Parts of Reaſon dare purſue, 8 
And e' er they judge on 1 they view: 
They know Impoſture in a ſhrewd Diſguiſe, 


And owe to Locke, that reading makes them wiſe, 
When ſome forbidden 3 advent'rous try, 
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And, ſelf-ſufficient into Nature pry, 
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| ( 44 )* | 
Chaſtis'd by Clarke their thoughtleſs Pride muſt yields 
And each deceiving Cavil quit the Field, | 
While Words like his prevailing Light convey, 
Their glimmering Senſe improves to perfect Day. 


On a fine Houſe built by a Lawyer. 


The Lawyer's Houſe if I have rightly readg 
Is built upon the Fool and Madman's Head. 


On Charadevs. 


When Death puts out our Flame the Snuff will tell, 
If we were Wax or Talloaw by the Smell. 


A REFLECTION on ſeeing a Man loaded mith twy 
Sacks. at one Time, and an Oaken-bough in his Hat 
on the 29th of May. | 


Poor Fellow, what haſt thou to do, 

With KING, or RESTORATION ? 

I will make no difference with you, 
Whoever rules the NATION. 


Still muſt thy Neck ſupport the Load, 
Still earn thy Bread with Teil; 

Still muſt thou pace the ſelf-ſame Road, 
And Great Ones ſhare the Spoil, _ 


The Aſs may carry Brooms,. or Men, 
Juſt at his Maſter's Will: 

But let him change and change again, 
His Lot's a Burthen ſtill. | 


Still Miniſters will Tyrannize, 
And Courtiers ſtill be Knaves ; 

Sharpers on Sharpers ſhall ariſe, 
And keep thy Grandſons Slaves. 


Still Governments have been the ſame, 
The ſame will ever be; 
Ev'n Kings are nothing but a Name, 
And ſo is LIBERTY. | | as ok 
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On Love. 


The ſhaken Tree grows faſter at the Root; 
And Love grows firmer from ſome Blaſts of Doubt. 


On a fine Library, 
With Eyes of Wonder the pay Shelves behold; 


Poets, all Rags alive, now clad in Gold. 
In Life and Death, one common Fate they Share, 


And on their Backs ſtill all their Riches wear. 


Ti the Lady T'—-nk-—lle, on her reading Sherlock 
on Death. By the E— of Ch—. 


Miſtaken Fair! lay Sherloc+ by, 
His Doctrine is deceiving ; « 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 

He cheats us of our Living. 


To die's a Leſſon we ſhall know, 
Too ſoon without a Maſter; 
Then let us only ſtudy now 
How we may live the faſter, 1 


To live's to love; to bleſs, be bleſs'd 
With mutual Inclination; 

Share then my Ardour in your Breaſt, 
And kindly meet my Paſſion. 


But, if thus bleſs'd, I may not live, 
And Pity you deny, 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
Tis I muſt learn to die. 


On the Lady ***, | 
What do Scholars and Bards, and Philoſophers wiſe, 
Mean o uin one's Head with ſuch Nonſenſe and. 
Lies! 8 
By telling us Venus muſt always appear 
In a Car, or a Shell, or a twinkling Star! 
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(46). 


Drawn by Sparrows, or Swans, or Dolphins, or 


Doves, . | 
And attended in Form, by the Graces and Loves ! 
That Ambroſia and Nectar is all ſhe will taſte ; 
And a Paſsport to Hearts, is a Belt to her Waiſt ! 


Without all this Trouble, I ſaw the bright Dame; 
To Supper laſt Night to Pultney's ſhe came, 

In a good warm Sedan ; no fine apen Car; | 
Two Chairmen her Doves, and a Flambeau her Star: 
No Nectar ſhe drank, no Ambroſia ſhe eat, 

Her Cup was plain Claret, and Chicken her Meat. 
Nor wanted ſhe Ceſtus her Boſom to grace, © 
For Richmond that Night had lent her, her Face. 


On George Faulkener's promiſing to have the Dean of 


St. Patrick's Effiges prefix'd to the new Edition of his 
Forks, from a Copper Plate done by Mr. Vertue. 


In a little dark Room, at the Back of his Shop, 
Where Poets and Criticks have din'd on a Chop, 
Poor Faul#ner ſat muſing alone thus of late: 


Tuo Volumes are done—lTt.:is Time for the Plate. 


Les Time to be ſure— But on whom ſhall I call, 

<< To expreſs the great Stuff in a. Compaſs ſo ſmal) ? 

Faith, Vertue ſhall do it — Pm pleas'd at the 
Thought; | | 

*© Be the Coſt what it will, the Copper is bought.” 

Apollo o'erheard, who as ſome . gueſs, 

Had a Hand in the Work, and corrected the Preſs, 

And * he replied, Honeſt George, you are 

right, 6 885 | | | 

Ns Thou ght was my own, howſoe'er you came 
0 't; 

1 tho” both the Wit and the Style is my Gift, 

is Vertue alone can deſign us a Swift, 


On her late Majeſty in her Grotto. 


Not more by Enſigns, than ſelect Abode, | 
Diſtinguiſh'd are each Goddeſs, and each God. 
In Paphos Ile doth Cytherea dwell ; 
Neptune and Thetis in their watry Cell; 
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High on Olympus Top its ſcepter'd Fove, 
And Britain's Pallas in her green Alcove. 


Upon a Lady's writing in Characters. 


Belinda ſighs for Strephon, and wou'd ſhow it, 
By writing thus, that none but he may know it : 
So while in Characters ſhe tells her Mind; 

Love makes not him, or her, but others blind. 


Sent in a Snuff- Box. 


Think, and ſome uſeful Leſſons *twill impart, 

That when you open it, you ope my Heart; 

Think, when you ſee this Preſent from your Lover, 
Your Self's the Bottom, and that I'm the Cover. 


Dryden's Epitaph on the Lady Whitmore. 


Fair, kind, and true, a Treaſure each alone ; 
A Wife, a Miſtreſs, and a Friend in one; 

Reſt in this Tomb, rais'd at thy Huſband's Coſt, 
Here ſadly ſumming what he had, and loſt, 


Come, Virgins, ere in equal Bands you join, 
Come firſt and offer at her ſacred Shrine; 

Pray but for half the Virtues of this Wife, 
Compound for all the reſt with longer Life, 
And with your Vows like her's may be return'd, 


So lov'd when living, and when dead fo mourn'd, 


On Cin. 
Formio bewails his Sins with the ſame Heart 
As Friends do Friends,. when they're about to part, 


Believe it Formio will not entertain 
One merry Thought until they meet again, 


On Treaſon. 


Treaſon does never proſper ; what's the Reaſon ? 
Why, if it proſpers, none dare call it Treaſon. 
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(48) 
On Mr. Air. 
This poliſh'd Stone of Marble fair, 
Includes the Corpſe of Gervaſe Air: 


Methinks tis a ſurprizing Death, 
That Air ſhou'd die for want of Breath. 


Enconragement to young Authors. 


An Author young, who pants for Fame; 
Begins the World with Fear and Shame, 
When firſt in Print, you ſee him dread 

Each Pop-Gun levelFd at his Headz, 

"The Lead yon Critick's Quill contains, 

Is deſtin'd to beat out his Brains; 

As if he heard loud Thunders roll, 

Cries, Lord have Mercy on my Soul! 
Concluding, that another Shot, 

Will ſtrike him dead upon the Spot. | 
But when with ſquibbing, flaſhing, popping, 
He cannot ſee one Creature dropping 

That miſſing Fire, or miſſing Aim, 

His Life is ſafe, I mean his Fame: 

The Danger paſt, takes Heart of Grace, 
And looks a Critick in the Face. 


The Laurel. Addreſs d to Mr. C—. 


What dift*rent Effects does the Laurel produce Fi 
In its Bough there is Honour, but Death in its Juice; 


And ſince C—b—r has now brought its Honour ſo 


low 


He ſhou'd taſte of the Juice, for abuſing the Bough. 


On Chloe, 


When firſt I gaz'd on Chlae's Face, 
And ſaw each killing Eye; 

I thought 'twas Heavn— and fo it was: 
But not for ſuch as I. 


On Mr. Congreve. 
Dan Congreve ſpent in writing Plays, 
And one poor Office half his Days; 
1 While 


1 


64 
While Montagu, who claim'd the Station, 
To be Mecenas of the Nation; : 

For Poets open Fable kept, | 
And ne'er conſider'd where they ſlept ;: 
Himſelf as rich as fifty Fews 
Was eaſy, tho' they wanted Shoes; 
And crazy. Congreve, icare cou'd ſpare 
A Shilling to diſcharge his Chair; 
Till Prudence taught him to appeal 
For Pæans Fire to Party-zeal; 

Not owing to his happy Vein 
The Fortunes of his Biker Scene ;, 
Took proper Principles to thrive, 
And ſo might every Dunce alive. 


On Dreſs. 
He who a Geldfinch ſtrives to make his Wife, 
Makes her, perhaps, a J/agtail all her Life. 


On the Funeral of Vulture Hopkins. 


What num'rous Lights this Wretch's Corps attend, 
Who, in his Life-time, ſav'd a Candle's End. 


The World. 


This World is the beſt that we live in, 
To lend, and to ol, and to give in: 
But, to borrow.,. or beg, or get a Man's own, 
It is the worſt World that ever was known. 


From Martial, 
Thy grave Demureneſs pleaſes me, 
Mixt with well-tim'd Delight; 
All Day thou may'ſt Lucretia be, 
But Lais be at Night. 


The Friendſhip of Sir Edward — 
Thus with kind Words, Sir Edward. cheer'd his 


Friend, 


Dear Dic! thou on my 
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(50) 
I know thy Fortune is but very ſcant, 
But, be aſſur'd, IIl ne'er ſee thee in Want. 
Dick's ſoon confin'd — His Friend, no doubt, wou'd 
free him, | 
— His NEO he kept—In Want he ne'er wou'd ſee 
Im. — a 6 


On an old Scold. 


Scylla 1s toothleſs, yet when ſhe was young, 

She had both Teeth enough, and too much Tongue 
What ſhall we then of toothleſs Scylla ſay? 
But that her Tongue has ſworn her Teeth away. 


On Legacies. 


They who in Life oppreſs, and then bequeath 
Their Goods to pious Uſes at their Death; 

Are like thoſe Drunkards, who, when laid aſleep, 
Diſgorge the Liquor which they cannot keep. 


On infamous Men in Power. 
When Men of Infamy to Grandeur ſoar, 
They light a Torch, to ſhow their Shame the more, 
On Repentante. 


Tis not to cry out Mercyggor to fit | 
And droop, or to confeſs that thou haſt fail'd, 
*F is to bewail the Sins thou didſt commit, 
And not commit thoſe Sins thou haſt bewail'd ; 
He that bewails, and not forſakes them too, 
Confeſſes rather, what he means to do. 


The contented Farmer. 


I eat, drink, and ſleep, and do what I pleaſe: 
The Kins at St. Fames's can only do theſe. 


On buying a Bible. 


Fis but a Folly to rejoice or boaſt, © 
How ſmall a Price thy well-bought Purchaſe WW a 
| | | | nt 
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Untill thy Death, thou ſhalt not fully know, 
Whether it was a'Pennyworth or no; | 
And, at that Time, believe me, *twill appear 

Extremely cheap, or elſe extremely dear. 


Advice to the Poets. 


How ſhall we pleaſe this Age? If in a Song 
We put above ſix Lines, they count it long; 
If we contract it to an Epigram, 

As deep the dwarfiſh Poetry they damn: 

If we write Plays, few ſee above an Act, 

And thoſe lewd Maſks, or noiſy Fops diſtract. 
Let us write Satire then, and, at our Eaſe, 
Vex the ill-natur'd Fools we cannot pleaſe. 


n Nature. ; 


Nature a thouſand Ways complains, 

A thouſand Words expreſs her Pains; 

But for her Laughter has but three, 
And very ſmall ones, Ha, Ha, He. 


On a Man who uſually promisd more than he cord 
When you promiſe, Friend Tom, you ſhou'd always 
take Care, 


Not give the Bear-ſtin till you've taken the Bear. 


Mrote on the Collar of a Dog, belonging to the 
, PRINCE of KEW. 
I am the Prince's Dog at Kew, _ | 
Pray tell me, Sir, whoſe Dog are you? 


On a nated Blackſmith. 


My Sledge and Hammer lie reclin'd, 
My Bellows too have loſt their Wind; 
My Fire's extinct, my, Forge decay'd, 
And in the Duſt my Vice is laid; 

My Lou is ſpent, my Iron's gone, 
My Nails are drove, my Work is done. 


ab 


- — _ 


: : * 7 " = hp — — — 
— 2s — — & 5 — 3 — — = 
Pa”, oi OE TE — NEG ms _ — — = — 
— omg gy wet rey ne me — — — —ůů—— — — — 


—— ——ä— —t—᷑—̃ — 
— 


= 


= 


— — 
—— — 


3 


— — 


I SA 
= 


——— 2 


. . ̃ — — — — — 
. —ů OD I ů —— Ht 


— 


— A no 


— 
— 
—— 


. 
—_ = SYS 2 
p "Ron - 


— 


— — 5 _— 2 -. 2 — — - =_ ” — 
R / = ee — — 8 


D 


(* 
On Sir John Fry. 


Here lies the Body of Sir John Fry, 
Oh ! oh! does he fo? There let him lie. 


On a furly Viftualler, Maſter of the Red-Lion Inn, 
at a certain Place near Shafteſbury. E 


When a Man to the Town for a Show brings a Lion, 
"Tis uſual a Monkey the Sign-poſt to tie on; | 
But here the old Cuſtom inverted is ſeen, 

For the Lion's without and the Monkey within. 


| Epitaph on Shakeſpear. : 
Extrafed* from his Play of the Tempeſt. 


The cloud-capt Towers, 
The gorgeous Palaces, 
The ſolemn Temples, 
The great Globe itſelf, 
Yea, all which it inherits, 
Shall diffolve ; _ | 
And like the baſeleſs Fabric of a Viſion - 
Leave not a Wreck behind, 


On Mr. Elijah Fenton, at Eaſthamſtead, Ii 
Berks, 1730. 
This modeſt Stone, what few vain Marbles can, 


May holy fay, Here lies an honeſt: Man. 
A Poet bleſs'd beyond the Poet's Fate, 


Whom Heav'n kept ſacred from the proud and great. 


Foe to loud Praiſe,” and Friend to learned Eaſe, 
Content with Science in the Vale of Peace, 
Calmly he look'd on either Life, and here 

Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear. 

From Nature's temp'rate Feaſt roſe ſatisfy d 

T hank'd Heaven that he'd. liv'd, and that he dy'd. 


On Mr. Gay. 


Of Manners gentle, of Affections mild, | 
In Wit a Man; Simplicity, a Child; . 
IEN: 
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With native Humour, temp'ring virtuous Rage, 
Form'd to delight at once, and laſh the Age, 
Above Temptation, in a low Eſtate, . 
And uncorrupted ev'n among the Great | 
A ſafe Companion, and an eaſy Friend, 
Unblam'd thro? Life, lamented in thy End; 
Theſe are thy Honours ! not that here thy Buſt, 
Is mix'd with Heroes, or with Kings thy Duſt; 
But that the Worthy and the Good ſhall fay, 
Striking their penſive Boſoms — Here lies Gay. - 


Written in a young Lady's Almanack, 


Think, bright Florella, when you ſee | 1 
'The conſtant Comes of the Year, N 
That nothing is from Ruin free, | 


And gayeſt Things muſt diſappear. | | 


Think of your Glories in their Bloom, 7 
The Spring of ſprightly Youth improve, 
For 3 Age, alas will come, 5 9 
And then *twill be too late to love. þ 


On the Loſs of Time. 


Ticio ſtands gazing for the clouded Sun, 

To be inform'd how faſt his Hours ſhall run, 
Ah! fooliſh Ticio, art thou ſound in Mind, 
To loſe by ſeeking, what thou ſeek'ſt to find? 


On Chloe's Pikture. 


= When Chloe's Picture was to Chloe ſnewn, 
Adorn'd with Charms and Beauty, not her own, 
Where Hoparth, pitying Nature, kindly made 
Such Lips, ſuch Eyes, as Chloe never had; | 
Ye Gods |: ſhe cries, in Extaſy of Heart, 
How near can Nature be expreſs'd by Art! 
Well! it is wond'rous like! nay, let me die, 
The very pouting Lip the ki ling Eye! 
Blunt and ſevere as Manly in the Play, | 
Downright replies; like Madam. do you ſay ? 
The Picture bears this Likenefs, it is true, 8 
The Canvaſs painted is, and fo are you. 5 
| „ 


h 


PM 


(„ 
On the Lato. 


Unhappy Chremes, Neighbour to a Peer, 
Kept half his Sheep, and fatted half his Deer; 


Each Day his Gates thrown down, his Fences broke, 


And injur'd {till the more, the more he ſpoke, 
At laſt reſolv'd his potent Foe to awe, 


And guard his Right, by Statute, and by Law ; - 


A Suit in Chancery the Wretch begun, 
Nine happy 'Terms thro? Bill and Anſwer run, 


Obtain'd his Cauſe, had Coſts, and was undone. 


On the Invention of Letters. From the French. 


The noble Art, from Cadmus took its Riſe, 

Of painting Words, and ſpeaking to the Eyes 
He firſt in wond'rous magic Fetters bound 

The airy Voice, and ſtopp'd the flying Sound 
The various Figures by his Pencil wrought, 
Gave Colour, and a Body to the Thought. 


To Chloe weeping, - 


See, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Chis ſee 

The World in Sympathy with thee; 

The chearful Birds no longer fing: _ 
Each droops his Head, and hangs his Wing: 
The Clouds have bent their Boſom lower: 
And ſhed their Sorrows in a Shower. 

The Brooks beyond their Limits flow, 

And louder Murmurs ſpeak their Woe. 
The Nymphs and Swams adopt thy Cares; 
They leave thy Sighs, and weep thy Tears. 
Fantaſtick Nymph ! that Grief ſhall move 
Thy Heart, obdurate againſt Love: 
Strange Tears ! whoſe Pow”: can ſoften all, 
But that dear Breaſt on which they fall. 


A Butcher marrying a Tanner's Daughter. 


A fitter Match then this cou'd not have been, 
For now the Fleſh is married to the Skin, 


On 


2 


(55) 
On a young Lady juſt married to a Clergyman. 
The Gods aſſembled in Debate 
About Amelia's nuptial State, 
A Gift ſo glorious, good, and great, 
To whom they ſhou'd aſſign; 
Unanimoufly did agree, 
That one ſo like themſelves, wou'd be 
IlI-ſuited to Mortality, 
So gave her a Divine. 


The Sportſman's Prayer to Cupid. 


Cup:d! make your Virgins tender, 
ake them eaſy to be won; 
Let them preſently ſurrender, 
When the Siege is once begun. 


Such as like a tedious Wooing, 
Let them cruel Damſels find; 
Give me ſuch as wou'd be doing; 

Prithee, Cupid, make them kind. 


On Mrs. Juſtice, convicbel of Shoplifting. 


In Life with what ſurprizing Turns we meet? 
E'en Juſtice is become an arrant Cheat. 

Alas! who Honeſty herſelf will truſt, 
Or Truth believe — when Juſtice is unjuſt ! 


Epitaph on a beautiful and virtuous young Lady. 


Sleep ſoft in Duſt, wait the Almighty's Will; 
Then riſe unchang'd, and be an Angel ſtill. 


E148. 


Man, by Neceſſity compell'd, muſt go 
O'er Rocks of Perils, and thro' Vales of Woe: .- 
Man with the Morn begins his deſtin'd Race, 
Joy in his Eye, and Pleaſure in his Face; 
ut oh ! what Rubs. attend his ſetting Days ! | 
His Sinews ſlacken, and his Strength decays ; _ mn 
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(56) „ 
His Limbs all ake, with hourly Toll oppreſs'd, 
Till wiſh'd-for Night reſtores him peaceful Reſt: 
Thus Man for ever labours and oy; 


Counting his few, and thoſe uneaſy Days. 
So harſh is Death's inexorable Doom | 
So nigh, alas! the e the Tomb! 


Jords are Wind; 


If Words are but Wind, as ſome allow, 
No Promiſes can bind; 

For breaking of the ſtricteſt Vow, 
Is only breaking Wind. 


On the Death of Dean Swift. 


When Gay breath'd his laſt, we in Silence complain'd ; 
For yet we'd a Pope and a Swift that remain'd: 
Pope falls — All des, je reſounds with our Cries, 
„to keep Swrft from the &kies. 
Vain Wiſhes! vain Prayers! to the Wind they are 
given; | 
For Death comes-relentleſs, and takes him to Heaven, 
At little Misfortunes we're ſoberly ſad, 5 
But it's —_—_ now we've loſt all our Wits = to run 
mad. 


He ſcarce a Minute glories in his Bloom: 4 


, 


Inſcription on a, Clock in Yorkſhire.- 


I ſerve the here, with all my 9 1 5 
To tell the Hours by Day, by Night; 
Therefore Example take by me, 

And ſerve thy God as I ſerve thee, 


On a Gentleman tobe miſtook a kept Madam for a 
Lady of Faſbion. 
Six tedious Months young Damon ſigh'd, 
In. vain his amorous: Tale ! 
He ſu'd, implor'd — Cl ſtill deny'd;. 
No Ettorts cou'd prevail. 


At 


1 


1 


Co). a 
At length he try'd the Pom“ r of Gold 
She ſoon to chide forgo 
The Fair One was no Th” onger cold, 
But prov'd—alas! too' hot. 


On a ' young Lay, 


The vainly anxious Myra leaves 
To paſhve. Judges her Complaints; 

Her Cauſe wou'd awe them, were they Knaves; 
.Her Eyes wou'd bribe en, were ce Saints. 


The 'B edu. 2 


As Ovid ſings, a Ban of old admir'd 

A Shade, and for the empty Form expir'd: 
Love's God, relenting of his killing Pow'r, 
Gave him the Life that animates a Flow'r. 
Hence future Beaux, fo Love ordain'd, are made 
Gay as a Flow'r but empty as a Shade. 


The Dimple. 


Sy lvia the young, the fair, the gay, 
* verdant Bow'r inclos'd; 

The little Wanton, tir'd with Play, 
In downy Sleep repos'd. 


A Biete ſo like the Peach's Hue, 
Her glowing Cheeks expreſs'd, 
A.Bird; eluded, eager flew 
And ſeiz'd the luſcious Feaſt, 


Ah! luck Spoil, tho rude th' Alarm, 
And Sylvia weeping roſe, _ 

Since to the Wound its ſmiling” Fe orm, 
That killing Dimple owes. 


The Dueftion, | 1 
The Earth doth all its various Fruits ſupply. 
With dropping Rain, from yor high azure: Sys 
The Sun and Air ſuck up the ſwelling Lide, 
And the pale Moon by wat'ry Sol's ſupply'd; 


Then 


4 (38 ) ns 
Then why, my boon Companions of the Bowl, 
Am I forbid to quench my thirſty Soul? 


On a young Lady playing on the Harpſichord, 


Tho' Orpheus, ancient Poets ſay, 
In Muſic ſo improv'd, 

So ſweetly on the Harp cou'd play, 
That Woods and Stones he mov'd : 


Yet, cou'd he hear, who's dead and gone, 
Thee, charming Syren, play, 
He wou'ds thy Muſic ſweeter own, 

And throw his Harp away. 


Thy Notes, fair Maid, wou'd Brutes controul, 


Can heav'nly Joy inſpire; 
They with ſtrong Rapture fill the Soul, 
And ſet each Hoon on Fire. : 


7 


The WA 


From a ſmall Acorn ſee the Oak ariſe, 
Supremely tall, and tow'ring in the Skies! _ 
8 of the Groves, her ſtately Head ſhe rears, 
er Bulk increaſing with the Length of Years : 
Now plows the Sea, a warlike gallant Ship 
Whilſt in her Womb deſtructive Thunders ſleep ! 
Hence Britain boaſts her wide extenſive Reign, 


And by th' expanded Acorn rules the Main. 


To the incomparable „ | 
Grace is in your Steps and Mien, 
You, like .a Goddeſs imoyey .- 
In all your Geſtures there is ſeen - 

Both Dignity and Love. 


Love ſteals Artill'ry from your Eyes, 
The Graces paint your Charms; 

Orpheus is rivalld in your Voice, 
And Venus in your Arms. 
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IVritten on the Ivory Leaves F a Lady's Pocket-Back. 


How bleſs'd! cou'd I in Chloe's Heart, 
As in this Book, inſcribe her Name! 

But wretched ſtill, if there, as here, 
Another Fool might do the ſame. 


Blenheim-Huouſe. 
See, Sirs, ſee here the grand Approach! 


This Way is for his Grace's Coach 


There is the Bridge, and there the Clock 
Obſerve the Lyon, and the Cock! 

The ſpacious Court! the Colinade ! 

And mark how wide the Hall is made! 


The Chimnies are ſo well deſign'd, 


They never ſmoke in any Wind. 
The Gallery's contriv'd to walk in; 
The Windows to retire and talk in; 


The Council- chamber for Debate; 5 


And all the reſt are Rooms of State. 


Thanks, Sirs, cry'd I—'tis very fine 
But where d'ye ſleep? or where d'ye dine ? 
I find, by all you have been telling, 
That *tis a Houſe, but not to dwell in. 


To the incomparable Miſs * * *. | 
As with a Friend on Sunday laſt, 
I tript along the Mall; 


Snigg'ring at each powder'd Beau, 
And. gazing at each Belle: 


A fudden Buz ran thro' the Croud, 


With There! that's the in Green 


I cou'd not, for my Soul, deviſe 
What all the Noiſe did mean. 


At length advancing farther on, 
Where ſtill the Hum increas'd, 

I ſaw you, lovely Maid — ] did, 
And then my Wonder ceas'd. 
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5 ( 60 J 
"On an Epigram. 


One Day in Chelſea Fields a walking, 
n and ſuch Things talking, 


Says Ralph, a merry Wag, | 
An Epigram, if ſmart and good, : 
In all its Circumſtances ſhou'd 

Be like a 7elly-Bag. 


The Simile, *ifaith, is new, 
But how can'ſt make it out? ſays Hugh? 
Quo' Ralph, III tell thee, Friend; 
Make it at Top both wide and fit 
To hold a Budget-full of Wit; 
And point it at the End. 


Another on the ſame, 
See! with what Virtue Wit is fraught! 
Its Poignancy admire ! 
Which, by contracting Flights of Thought, 
Can ſet the Soul on Eire. 


So Convex Glaſſes, made complete, 
Contract the Rays of Light, 

Which, when apart, yield little Heat; 
But burn when they unite. 


3 Mi 3 Traveller. 


From the grand Tour, thro* Paris, Florence, Rome, 


The travell'd Youth returns accompliſh'd home: 


Learn'd in each Gant, and vers'd in ev'ry Faſhion, 


He comes to teach, and to adorn the Nation. 

With ſmarteſt Airs he ſparkles thro' the Town, 

And views with: Scorn the Academic Clown. 

A modern Wit, extreamly read in French, 

Can ſing, andi dance, and dreſs, and ſwear, and 
wench : CE | 

Accompliſhments like his demand Eſteem; 


He knows the World, — ay, and the World knows 
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( G1 ) ; | i 
On ſecing the Ladies at Crux-Euſton Walk i in F200 
Hoods by the Grotto. 


Extempore. By. Mr. Pope. „ 


Authors the World and their dull Brains have trac d, 

To fix the Ground where Paradiſe was plac' d. | 

Mind not their learned Whims and idle Talk, | | 

Here, walk s' the Place where theſe et Angels x 
wa 


- On the Death of 1 Mr. Pope. 


Ariſe, ye glimmerin tars of Wit; 
For lo! the Sun of EP is ſet.. -. e * 


Laſcription on a Grotto, the Work of nine Ladies. 
By Mr. Pope. 


Here, ſhuning Idleneſs at once and Praiſe, 

This radiant Pile nine rural Siſters raiſe; . - - 
The glittering Emblem of each matchleſs Dame, 
Clean as her Soul, and ſpotleſs as her Fame; 
Beauties which Nature only can impart, 4 
And ſuch a Poliſh, as diſgraceth Art; 

But Fate diſpos'd them in this humble Sort, 

And hid in Defarts what wou'd charm a Court. 


On a late Sermon againſt Natimal Depravity. 
While his Lordſhip, . with Ardour becoming his 


Station, | 
Inveighs at the F olly and Vice of the Nation; * 
But the Sins of the Clergy forbears to diſcover, 
And thoſe of the Rich, complailantly lo ks over 
One Wu 'd ſwear that the former were canoniz d 
wants; 
And the latter lay under no ſort of Reſtraints. 


| 
On Peter White. * 20 1 | 


Peter White. will ne'er go right; + | 

Wou'd you know the Reaſon w | 
Where'er he goes he follows his Wh, 

And that ſtands 1 awry. 


LO 


On 


Come, III be Judge 


(62) 
On Colonel G——, a great Drinker. 


Here, kill'd by Claret, Colonel G— doth lie, 
Who while he liv'd ne'er ſuffer d that to die. 


On a Copy of Verſes wrote on the Queen's Death. 


| BV Mr. Paul W— 5 
Once Felix ſaid (which was full bad) 


Much Learning made thy Name-ſake mad; 


But ne'er mind, Paul, thy Verſes ſhow it, 
Learning in thee will never do it. 


Intended for the Tomb f Sir John Vanburgh. 


Lay heavy on him Earth; for he 
Laid many a heavy Load on thee. 


Inſcritd tv Lord Cheſterfield. 


Nature and Fortune, on a Day, 
To paſs an Hour or two, 
In frolick Mood agreed to play, 
At, What ſhall this Man do? 
. 


then Fortune cries, 

And therefore mult be blind; 

'Then N a Napkin round her Eyes, 
And ty'd it faſt behind. 


Nature had now prepar'd her Liſt 
Of Names on Scraps of Leather; 
Which done, ſhe gave to each a Twiſt, 
And huſtled them together. 


Thus mix'd, which ever came to Hand 
She very furely drew; 

'Then bade her Siſter give Command, 
For what that Man ſhou'd do. 

Twou'd almoſt burſt one's Sides to hear 
What odd Commands ſhe gave; 


That Cibber ſhou'd the Laurel wear, 
And an Army have. 
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At length, when Stanbope's Name was come, 
Dame Nature ſmil'd, and cry d. 
Now tell me, Siſter, this Man's Doom, 
And what ſhall him betide? 9 


This Man, ſays Fortune, ſhall be one 
Bleſt both by you and me; 

Nay then, quoth Nature, let's have done 
Siſter, I'm ſure you ſee. 


An EPIGRAM on two ſpiteful Brothers. By Law- 
rence Nabbs of W1Gan. . 


With ſobbing Voice, upon his Death- bed ſick, 

Thus to his Brother ſpake expiring Dick- 

* Tho), during—all my Life—in Poverty,— 

6c Thou never, — Mach, ſhew'dſt — Concern - for 
me— | 


« ] hope, thou wilt — take care, — when I am 


& dead, — | 
* To ſee me buried.“ That I will,” quoth Ned, 
„We'll lay thee deep enough, Dick, never fear, 
Thou ſhalt no longer be a Nuſance here: 
And, as a fit Memorial on thy Grave, 
I'll write this Epitaph, Here lies a Knave.” 
This Sting pierc'd deep; and keen ſurprizing Pain, 


Call'd Dic#'s departing Spirits back again; 


Sarcaſm fo bitter wou'd not let him die, 

Till thus he made as bitter a Reply i | 

* And, when thou ſhalt be laid by me, dear 
„Brother, ; 

“Some Friend, I hope, will write, Here lies 
% another... 


An EriGRAm, oecgſſan d by. the Words ONE PRIOR, 


in the Second Volume of Biſhop Burnet's Hiſtory. 


One Prior | and is this, this all the Fame 
The Poet from th' Hiſtorian can claim 

No; Prior's Verſe Poſterity ſhall quote, 
When“ tis forgot oNE BURNET ever wrote. 


Ha : Where's 


(64) 
Where's the POKER? 
- 20 ALES: 


By ERENREZER PENTWEEZLE, EV; f TRURO, in 
the County of CORNWALL... - 


THE Poker loſt, poor Suſan. ftorm'd, 
And all the Rites of Rage perform'd; © 
As ſcolding, crying, ſwearing, ſweating, 
Abuſing, figitting and fretting. - Op 
Nothing but Villainy and Thieving ; | 
4 Good Heavens! what a World we live in? 
«_ If I don't find it in the Morning, . 
I'll ſurely give my Maſter warning: 
« He'd better far ſhut up his Doors 
„Than keep ſuch good-for- nothing Whores; 
4 For whereſoe'er their Trade they drive, 
We virtuous Bodies cannot thrive.” 
Well may poor Suſan grunt and groan, 
Misfortunes never come alone, LEES 
But tread each other's Heels in Throngs, 
For the next Day ſhe loft the Tongs: 
The Salt-box, Cullinder and Grate, 
Soon ſhar'd the ſame untimely Fate. 
In vain, ſhe Vails and Wages ſpent 
On new ones—for the new ones went. 
There'd been (ſhe ſwore) ſome Dev'l or Witch in 
To rob and plunder all the Kitchen: FG" 
One Night ſhe to her Chamber crept, - 
. for a Month ſhe had not ſlept, 
er Mafter being to her ſeemingn, 
A better Playfellow than dreammg ?) 
Curſe on the Author of theſe Wrongs! 
In her own Bed ſhe found the Longs. 
(Hang Thomas for an idle Joker!) Go 
And there good lack! ſhe found the Poker, 
With Salt-box, "Pepper-box and Kettle, 
And all the culinary Metal. 
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Be 


1 57) 
Be warn ad, ye fair, by Suſan's Croſſes, + | 
Keep chaſte; and guard yourſelves from - Loſſes; + ' 
For if young Girls delight in kiſſing, b 
No Wenn that the oker 8 mi ing. 
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* M-O'D EAN: GLOSSARY. | 


N G E L. The. Name ft: a Woiman, com- 

- monly a very bad one. 
ACTS A Laughingsſtock:' Itmedis dikewiſe'a 
poor Fellow, and in general ani Obfect of Contempt. 
BEAR. A country Gentleman; or indeed, any 


Animal upon two Legs that doth not make a hand- | 


ſome Bow. 1 Tl " 


BEAUTY. The Qualifications. with wilich Wor 


men generally go into. keeping. 8 Hau, 
Beau. Wich the Article A before ity. means a 
great Favourite of all Women. 2. 


BRU TE. A Word implying plain Dealin Sad 
we ng, 3 but more in ee to a hilo- 
opher. 

CREA TUR E. A Quality Expreffon; of town — 55 
tempt, properly confined only to the Mauths of La- 


dies'who'are Right- Honourable. --- ... rg ny 


. CRITIC. | Likes Homo, a. Name common to. all 


| Hm Race. 


Coxcoms, A Word: of Reproach, and yet at 
the ſame e e all that 1s moſt commen- 
dable. 

Daux Arrow. A Term pet to the Then 
atre; though ſometimes more largely ein to all 
Works of Invention 

DEATH. The final End of Man; a8 wall of the 
thinking Part of the Body, as of all the other Parts. 

DRESS. The prineipal Accompliſhment of Men 
and. Women. 

DuLINESS. A Word applied by all Writers to the 
Wit and Humour of others. | 

EATING. A Science. R Lt. 
Ts F 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


little uſed by the Poſite. 
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An AdjeQtive of a vor peculiar Kind, de- 
t 


FINE. 
ſtroying ; or, at leaſt, leſſening the Force of the Sub- 
ſtantive to which it is joined; as fine Gentleman, fe 
Lady, fine Houſe, fine Cloaths, fine Taſte ; in-all 
which fine is to be underſtood in a Senſe ſomewhat 


ſynonymous with uſeleſs. 


Fool. A complex Idea, compounded of Poverty, 
Honeſty, Piety, and Simplicity. | 
GALLANTRY. Fornication and Adultery. 
GREAT, Applied to a Thing, ſignifies Bigneſs; 
when to a Man, often Littleneſs or Meanneſs. | 
Goop. A Word of as many different Senſes as 
the Latin Word Ago; for which Reaſon it is but 


Grandeur, 
Duelli 


HAPPINESS. 
HonouR, 


ng. 
HumouUR, — Lies, dancing. and tum 


bling on the Rope. 
—— 8 An old Woman. 
N AVR. The Name of 4 Cards in every Pack. 

KNOWLEDGE, In general, means Knowledge of 
the Town; as this is, indeed, the only Kind of 
Knowledge ever ſpoke of in the polite World. 

LEARNING, Pedantry. | 

Love. A Word properly applied to our Delight 
in particular Kinds of Food; fometimes metapho- 
2 ſpoken of the favourite Objects of all our 

etites. 8 ; 

, ARRIAGE, A Kind of Traffick carried on be- 
tween the two Sexes, in which both are conſtantly 
endeayouring to cheat each other, and both are com- 
monly Loſers in the End. 3 

MischiEr. Funn, ny or Paſtime. 

MovtsTyY. Aukwardneſs, Ruſticity. 

No-Bopy. All the People in Great-Britain, ex- 
cept about 1200. | 
NoxskxSE. Philoſophy, eſpecially the philoſo- 
phical Writings of the Ancients, and more eſpecially 


of Ariſtotle. 5 
OrPoRTUNITY. The Seaſon of Cuckoldom. 


PATRIOT, A Candidate for a Place at Court. 
| PoLITICK<*, 


9 
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PoLITiCKs, The Art of getting ſuch a Place. 

PROMISE. Nothing. 

RIcHESs. The only Thing upon Earth that is 
really valuable, or deſirable. 

Rock. $ A Man of a different Party ſrom 

RASCAL. yourſelf. 

SHOCKING. An Epithet which fine Ladies apply 
to almoſt every Thing. It is indeed, an Interject- 
ion (if I may ſo call it) of Delicacy. 

TEMPERANCE. Want of Spirit. | 
_ TasTE. The preſent Whim of the Town, what- 
ever it be. : ; 

TEASING. Advice, chiefly that of a Huſband. 

VIRTUE. ub; ; 

Vie © ubjects of Diſcourſe. 

WIr. Prophaneneſs, Indecency, Immorality, 
Scurrility, Mimickry, Buffonery. Abuſe of all good 
Men, and eſpecially of the Clergy. ; 

WorTH. Power, Rank, Wealth. 

WIspou. The Art of acquiring all three. 

WoRLD, Your own Acquaintance, 


n 


. Lately publiſhed, 
Price 15. 6d. ſewed, or 25. bound, curiouſly printed 
on fine Paper, | | 


„ TALES to kill Time: 
| O R | 
A Method'to caſt off Care, and to cure Melancholy, 
Vapours, and all Hypochondriacal Complaints. 
By the Society of the Court of Comus. 
The Diſorders of the Mind may be remov'd without 
Medicine; for in Caſes of this Kind, chearful 
Company, Exerciſe, Reading diverting Books and 
Laughing is the beſt Phyſick. . ' © Galen. 
London: Printed for R. Baldwin, at the Roſe, in Pa- 
ter-noſter-Row ; and fold by B. Collins, in Saliſbury, 


II. Juſi publifhed,. price 2s. neatly bound, and 
adorn'd with Cuts, | 

An Account of the ConsTITUTION and PRESENT 
STATE of GREAT-BRITAIN: Together with 
a View of its Trade, Policy, and Intereſt, re- 
ſpeCting other Nations, and of the principal Cu- 
rioſities of Great- Britain and treland. - -- - + 

Printed for 75 Newbery, in St. Paul's Church-yard ; 
and B. Collins, in Saliſbury, 


III. The PaTtns of VIRTUE DELINEATED: Or, 
the Hiſtory in Miniature of the celebrated PAME- 
LA, CLARIssA HARLOWE, and Sir CHARLES 
GRANDI1SON, familiaris'd and adapted to the Ca- 
pacities of Youth. 25. 6d. neatly bound. 

Great Bleſſmgs ever watt an virtuous Deeds, 
And though a late, a ſure Reward ſucceeds, 


IV. The PoLirE ACADEMY : or Inſtructions for 
a genteel Behaviour and polite Addreſs in Maſt- 
ers and Miſſes; adorn'd with twelve Copper Plate 
Cuts curiouſly engraved, of young Gentlemen and 

Ladies in proper Attitudes, adapted to a Set of 
Rules, for attaining a graceful Poſture, an agreea- 
ble Motion, and genteel Air upon all Occaſions. 
London: Printed for R. Baldwin, in Pater-naſter- 

Row, and B. Collins, in Saliſbury, Price 1s. neatly 

bound and gilt. | 


